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Witten  by  THO.  S  HAD  IF E-L  Ly  Efq;  Late 
Poet-Lawreat,  and  Hiftoriogi^pher  Royal 
Being  his^ft  Play. 


LONDON,  printed  for  James  Knapton ,  at  the  Crown  in 
St.  V aid's  Chtirch-yard.  Where  are  alfo  to  be  had 

all  Mr.  ShadweU's  i  y-  Play?,  &c-  Bound  up,  or  fingle. 
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T  O  T  H  E 


MADAM,  h 

H  E  little  Wit  of  our  poor  Family , 
as  well  as  the  beft'part  of  the  Subfi \ 
fiance,  perifht  with  my  Husband ;  fo 
that  wc  have  not  where  withaU,  worthily  to 
exprefs  our  great  Acknowledgment  due  for  the 
Support  and  Favour  we  have  already  received, 
much  lels  to  publifh  to  the  World  your  Virtues, 
and  other  Endowments,  both  of  Mifid  and  Body ; 
which  in  a  private  Perfon  would  have  procur’d 
you  the  Admiration  of  Mantynd,  and  cannot  in 
a  Queen  but  be  confider’d  as  the  higheft  National 

A  2  Blefling 


*  To  the  QUEEN. 

Blefling  we  enjoy  from  Heaven.  This  Confciouf 
ne(s  of  our  own  Disability,  will  much  Hi  or  ten  your 
Majefties  T rouble,  we  flialionly  therefore,  without 
mote  words,  ^nd  with  all  Humility,  and  Profound 
Refped,  throw  this  our  fad  Play  at  Your  Majefties 
Feet,  begging  Y our  Acceptance  6f  it ;  and  that 
You  woud  once  Honour  it  with  Your  Prefence, 
which  will  be  the  greateft  Happineftthat  can  arrive 
in  this  World  to  me  his  Unfortunate  Widow, 
and  from  this  World,  to  Your  Faithful  Servant, 
my  Deceas’d  Husband.  1  am, 

MADAM, 

Your  Majefties  moft  Humble, 

Moft  Obedient,  and  moft 

%  *  ' 

Faithful  Subject  and  Servant, 

f  *  *  >  .  *  *  **  .  .  •  T  f  \  * 

Anne  ShadwelL 
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A  PROLOGUE 

Written  by  Mr.  Shad  well,  and  defigned  to  be  Spfyn, 

but  was  loji  when  the  Flay  was  ASied • 

O  U  R  Poet  taught  by  you.  Sirs,  to  defpife 

All  Rule,  contemns  the  Witty  and  the  wife: 

And  to  the  high  and  mighty  Fop s  I’m  Lent, 

With  his  Addrefs  and  humble  Complement. 

Our  Author  will  abhor  withal  his  heart. 

All  Laws  and  Presidents  of  Wit  and  Art : 

With  you  will  venture  Life  and  Fortune  too,  * 

And  facrifice  his  little  Wit  to  you. 

You  who  like  worthy  Judges  can  difpence 
With  all  the  Laws  of  Wit  and  common  Senfe: 

Make  Towring  Bombaft  creeping  farce  to  pafs, 

And  a  Triumphant  Feet  of  an  Afs.‘  , 

Oh  Fop  the  happieft  of  all  Human  kind  ! 

In  all  the  empty  corners  of  his  mind. 

Not  one  ill  thought  he  of  himfelf  can  find; 

The  wife  have  anxious  and  unhappy  been, 

In  men  of  wit  is  melancholly  ,feen ; 

But  you  are  ne  r  in  danger  of  the  Spleen. 

Not  but  that  fome  of  you  are  witty  too. 

And  more  tranfeendent  Fops  for  being  to : 

Let  vvifeft  men  fpeak  freely  from  the  heart. 

The  Fop  in  them  is  much  the  pleafant’ft  part: 

Blefl  Thoughtlefs  men !  all  others  y  ave  run  dowflj 
And  now  before  ye  carry  all  the  Town : 

Who  is  fb  pert,  fo  witty  at  a  Play  ? 

In  Town  fo  brisk,  and  at  the  Court  fb  gay  ? 

Who  in  the  City  grow  moft  rich,  and  thrive  ? 

In  Town  who  on  their  wits  like  Fops  can  live*? 

Who  can  fo  foot*  into  Preferments  jump  ? 

For  whatfoe’re  the  Game  is.  Fop  is  Trump. 

But  above  all,  who  have  the  finelt  parts 
With  Ladies!  who  like  them  can  charm  their  hearts? 

Our  Poet  yields  to  your  moft  Sov’raign  Sway, 

And  does  from  you  alone  prote&ion  pray. 

The  Wits  and  Criticks  differ,  and  are  few. 

You’re  one  and  all,  nothing  can  alter  you; 

A  numerous  andmneorrupted  Tribe, 

Wfcpm  Ssnfs  can  ne?rperfwadsJ  nor  Wit  can  JJribe!- 
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PROLOGUE 

Written  by  M '  Durfey,  and  Spoken  of  by 
MfS'  Bracegirdle. 


Since  Death  j  a  Buccaneer,  *W  the  World  will  Rob) 
As  well  of  Wits,  as  the  dull  common  Mob  j 
Though  not  much  learn  d,  I  have  Philofbphy 
Enough,  to  teach  me  His  in  vain  to  Cry : 

Sad  1  bought s  then  in  our  Author’s  Grave  tie  bury , 

And  mind  the  Work  in  hand , - r  to  make  you  merry  5 

So,  (had  I  to  his  Genius  give  juft  due , 

And  pie  afure  what)  ft  id  ftrove  to  plea  fur e  you  t 
■  l  mean  all  you  that  tan  good  Satyr  bear, 

Let  tti  reft  lookgrum,  make  mouths, and  fweat  for  fear. 
We  by  the  Hft3(hall  foon  know  who  is  hit , 

Nor  can  that  Noife  offend  the  'men  of  wit  5 
There  ft  ill  muft  be  fome  Fools  in  a  full  Pit: 

Among  fo  many  Judges  met  to  Day , 

The  BullionSewce  wouA  break  in  the  Ejfay , 

Were  there  hot  fome  grofs  mettle  to  allay . 

How  many  Squires  could  l  this  inftant  fhew , 

Well  pleased  to  fee  our  Author’s  Head  laid  low  j 
hJ  dare  fay  I  fie  twenty  ift  one  Row. 

Pox ,  cries  a  Chit  with  Native  Vice  endu'd) 

That  has  juft  got  a  Genius  to  be  lewd : 

An  honeft  Rakehel  can't  get  drunk, nor  whore , 

Break  Windows 9  Jcowre  the  Watch ,  Bully  nor  Raar : 
But  ftraight  a  Char  abler  (hall  plague  him  fort  l 
Rot  him  tm  glad  he  s  dead  with  all  my  heart . 

A  man  may  now  get  fomething  by  the  Age, 

Without  being  laugh'd  at  for  t  upon  the  Stage  • 

Mon  Dieu  cries  Mifs,  as  right  as  ever  twang'd , 

Theft  Rhiming  Satyr  Rogues  ftould  all  be  bang'd. 

1  live  by  Law ,  a  Proteftant  true  blew, 

All  Taxes  pay^and  am  to  Church  fo  true, 

I  make  my  Affignations  in  a  few. 

From  Crimes  like  thefe  to  make  an  Audience  laugh, 

Who  Vices  dare  Explode +  *  -- both  kinds  are  Jjfe, 

Forth '  Poet,  Mate, - -  by  Proxy  does  to  Day, 

Entreat  you  all  to  guard  his  Orphan  Play : 

His  Sacred  Boon  above  we  hope  be' l  have. 

His  Wit  below,  bis  Friends  be  hopes  will  fave3 
€fu  none  but  Devils  damn  beyond  the  Grave- 


The  Epilogue, 

Spoken  by  one  in  deep  Mourning, 

Enough  of  Mirths  Me  Sportive  Scene  is  done, 

And  a  new  doleful  Theme  is  coming  on  : 

Thefe  Sable  Robes ,  at  Plays  Jo  feldcm  worn. 

Do  filently  ex p refs  the  lofs  we  mourn : 

S'H  ADWELL  the  great  Support  otF  Comtek  Stage, 

Born  to  expofe  the  Follies  of  the  Age  : 

7 'o  whip  prevailing  Vices,  and  unite 
Mirth  with  Inftruttion*  Profit  with  Delight: 

For  large  Idea's  and  a  flowing  Pen, 

Fir  ft  of  our  Time?,  and  fecond  but  to  Ben  : 

Whofe  mighty  Genius  and  difeerning  Mind, 

Trac'd  all  the  various  Humours  of  Mankind  \ 

Drejflng  them  up  with  fuch  fuccefsful  Care, 

That  evry  Fop  found  his  own  Pifture  there :  * 

And  blujhfl  for  fltanie  at  the  fur  prizing  Skill , 

Which  made  his  lov'd  Refemblance  look  fo  ill •  * 

SHADWELL,  who  all  his  Lines  from  Natwy  drew , 

Copfd  her  out,  and  kept  her  ft  ill  in  view: 

Who  never  funk  in  Profe,  nor  foard  in  Verfe. 

So  high  as  Bombaft,  or  fo  low  as  Farce  : 

Who  nere  was  brib'd  by  Title  or  Eftate, . 

To  fawn  and  flatter  with  the  Rich  or  Great  5 
To  let  a  gilded  Vice  or  Folly  pafs. 

But  always  laflid  the  Villain  and  the  Afs. 

Many  within  this  crowded  Tit  1  fee, 

Friends  to  our  Author  and  his  Memory  :  * 

To  them  he  leaves,  to  cherijh  and  maintain 
The  laft  and  youngeft  Off- firing  of  his  Brain  r 
By  your  ju  ft  Care  of  this,  you  be  ft  will  [how 

The  kind  RefieB  you  to  its  Parent  owe .  , 

Crown  you  his  la(t  Terformance  with  Applaufe,  %. 

yVho  love,  like  him ,  our  Liberties  and  Laws. 
jet  but  the  honeft  Party  do  him  Right , 
jpnd  their  loud  Claps  will  give  him  Fame,  in  fiight 
Of  the  faint  Hifs  of  grumbling  Jacobite* 


'  Major  General  Blunt. 
Mr*  Lee , 

'  Col!.  Hackwell,  Sen. 
Mr.  Dogget, 

Coll.  Hackwell,:]iiti. 
•Mr.  Powell J 

Welford. 

Mr.  Hodgfon, ' 

Sir  Nicholas  Dainty. 
Mr.  Bowman, 

Sir  Timothy  Kafir  th 
Mr.  Bow eni 

Nickum. 

Mr.  Alexander, 
Ding-hoy.  Mr. Freeman, 
Hog.  • - • 


An  old  Cavalier  Officer,  fome  what  cough  in  Speech, 
but  very  brave  and  honefr,  ancl-ofgood  Under- 
ffomding,  and  a  good  Patriot. 

An  old  Anabaptift  Collonelof  Crcmwelh,  very  flout 
and  Godly,  but  fome  what  Immoral. 

His  Son,  a  Gallant  well-bred  young  Gentleman,  who 
has  gotten  much  Honour  .in  the  Redu<ftion  of 
Ireland. 

A  brave  young  Gentleman,  a  Volunteer,  of  a  , good 
Eftate,  who  has  gotten  much  Honour  in  the  late 
Wars. 

A  moft  Fantaflick,  Conceited  Beau,  of  Drolling,  Af- 
feded  Speech  5  aweryCoxcomb^  but  flout  5  a  mpfl: 
luxurious  effeminate  Volunteer. 

An  uglyfub-Beau,  as  Conceited  as  the  other,  but  has 
a  mortal  hatred  to  v7ar  that  lives  a  lazy  Dronifh 
Coxcombly  Life,  writing  Billet  Doux. 

Mrs.  HackweilH  Stallion  ;  a*  Sharper,  which  is  anew 
name  for  a  Rogue  and  a  .  c 

Another  Rogue  of  his  Acquaintance. 

A  Dancing-Mafter. 


Terefia, 

Mrs  Knight , 
Eugenia, 

Mr?.  f/Lou  -itfcrd) 
Winifred, 

Mrs.  Rogers , 
'Clara. 

Mrs.  Bracegirdle , 

Mrs.  Hackwell . 
Mrs.  Lee, 

Lett  ice. 

Prudence . 
Stitcbum. 

sdMr*  Penhthman . 


A  fooliffi  Confident,  conceited  and  affe&ed  young 
Lady,  Daughter  to  the  Major  General. 

A  very  fine  young  Lady,  the  Reverie  of  her  Sifter 

Ter e fa.  ~ 

An  ill-bred,  Scornful  affe&ed  thing,  a  great  Friend 
to  Ter efia>  and  Daughter  to  Mrs,  Hackwell 
A  Beatiful  Ingenious  young  Lady,  a  great  Friend  to 
Eugenia,  Daughter  to  Coll.  Hackwell,  by  a  former 
Wife. 

A  moft  Devillifh  Imperious  Wife,  and  the  word  of 
Step-Mothers. 

A  very  honeft  young  Maid,  Servant  to  Mrs:  Blackwell 
Chamber-Maid  to  T wefia. 

A  Taylor. 


Servants,  Footmen,  Fidlers,  Singers,  Dancers,  Conftable 

and  Guards. 


ACT 


ACT  I.  SCENE  I. 


Enter  Terefia,  Eugenia,  and  Hop. 

Hof.  fl  O  Ladies ;  Vis  enough  this  Morning,  I  mud  now  to  your 
Neighbour,  Madam  Httckwell‘s  Daughter,  Madam  Wfoifred , 
fhe  is  the  fined  Lady  ;  Ah,  ’twoud  do  a  Man’s  Heart  good 
to  have  fuch  Schollars. 

Teref.  Let  me  dye,  if  ftie  be  not  a  fine  Lady  indeed.  Hop  puts  cn  hk 
Eugen.  Lord  /  Sifter,  how-we  differ  ;  I  take  her  to  be  Galajhoes ,  and  takes 
the  moft  Fantaftick/  Vain,  Inlolent,  Ill-bred  foolifh  bis  Cloak  and  Kitt. 
Crearure  about  Town,—— except  your  felf.  [  A  fide7] 

' Teref.  Alas*  poor  Ignorant  thing,  thou  judge,  the  Country  has  ftupified 
thee,  may  I  perifh  elfe. 

Hof.  Her  Mother  is  a  fine  difereet,  fober,  wife  Lady,  but  her  Father-in- 
Law’s  a  damn’d  old  Phanatick  Collonel  of  Cromwell' s,  and  will  not  let 
his  own  Daughter  learn:— —He  fays  Dancing  is  Whoriih;  But  thank 
Heav’n,  his  Lady  wears  the  Breeches. 

Teref.  Out  on  him,  old  filthy  Fellow ;  Dancing  is  the  prettieft  innocent 
Accomplilhment,  upon  my  word.  Til  fay’t. 

Hop.  Aye  Madam,  You  are  in  the  Right,  there  is  not  fuch  another. 

I  hate  thefe  damn’d  Phanaticks,  they  wou’d  ruin  the  Nation, 

Eugen.  You  Cutters  of  Capers  have-  no  very  good  Friends  of  them  indeed, 
[  dfide.  ]  Now  does  this  Puppy  think  Dancing  the  moft  confiderable  thing 
in  the  Nation. 

Hop.  Well,  fweet  Ladies,  your  Servant* 

Enter  Major-General  Blunt: 

Ad.  G .  Bl.  Good  morrow  Hop.  What,  will  the  Girls  pace  ? 

Shall  we  make  ’em  Amble? 

Hop.  Your  Worfhip’s  a  merry  Man*  Sir,  lam  in  hafte,  [Ex*. Hop. 
M.G.  Bl.  Well,  get  thee  gone  about  thy  capering  Vocation, 

Well  faid  Wenches,  you  are  early  up;  blefs  ye  both:  Eugen.  and  Tere± 

Teref  I  wifh  you  Joy  of  your  Birth-day.  fa  kneel. 

Eugen.  And  I  Sir,  may  you  fee  many  more  happy  one? ; 

And  live  till  you  (hall  wilh  to  dye. 

M.  G.  Bl.  Well  faid  my  Girl. 

Teref  I  vow,  I  wifh  you  may  live  an  Hundred  Years:  Fllfwearl  ) 
M.  G.Bl .  ADod  Wench,  that’s  not  fo  well,  thou  din’d  me; 

*Tis  fomewhat  of  the  lead  i— Well,  this  is  my  Birth-day. 

And  my  Wedding  Day,  that  joyn’d  me  to  the  bed  of  Women,  reft  her 
Soul;  This  Day,  I  always  Celebrate  with  Jollity  and  Feafting. 

B  Ttrf. 


1  k>J*  ' 

Teref.  Oh  pray  Sir,  let’s  have  Dancing ;  Oh  Lord,  Iamjio  body  without 
Dancing,  I’ll  fwear. 

M.  G.  Bl.  Oh  Lord,  you  fn all  have  Dancing :  \_Minnicking  her . 

But  what  need  you  affeft,  and  drawl  out  your  words  fo,  like  a  waiting 
Woman,  run  over  with  Green-Sickne<s  and  Romance. 

Teref.  Are  you  angry  with  a  Grace  in  Speech  ? 

M.  G.  Bl.  Grace !  A  Dod,  it  is  a  Difgrace;  can’t  you  fpeak  as  you  were 
taught  ?  But  come  on.  I’ll  do  my  Duty  to  you  both  :  For  you  I  have  left 
xny  dear  Country  Life,  my  fweet  and  fragrant  Air  5  with  plain,  natural 
andhoneft  Company,  for  Eflence  of  Sinks  and  Common-Shoars,  for  fiib- 
tle  Artificial  Knaves,  Ambitious  Covetous  Villains,  who  wou’d.  /ell  ‘their 
very  Country  for  Money,  or  a  Title  added  to  that  of  Villain. 

Eugen.  A  fad  Exchange  for  me,  who  love  nothing  like  the  freflinefs,  eafe 
and  filence  of  the  Country,  to  endure  the  Stinks,  the  ratling  noife,  and  Tu¬ 
mult  of  the  Town. 

Teref.  Poor  thing  ;  The  Country  Life's  a  pretty  Life  fora  Dairy  &Jaid; 
but  for  a  fine  Lady,  there’s  nothing  like  this  delicious  Town  :  And  III 
fay’t,  Hockley  in  the  Hole  here  is  fweeter  than  a  Grove  of  JeJfamm  in  the 
Country  ;  Oh  there  is  nothing  in  this  World  like  London.  (  , 

M.  G  Bl.  For  Chores  by’r  Lady,  among  the  Coxcombs~and  the  Beau’s 
London !  They  live  not  here  the  Life  of  Nature ;  lis  all  Art  and  Trick  • 
every  thing  is  put  on,  and  Foppery. 

Teref.  The  Life  of  Nature?  that’s  for  Beafts.  ^  • 

M.  G.  Bl.  Beafts ;  By  the  Lord  Harry ,  Fops  are  below  Beafts. 

Who  ever  knew  a  Bead  a  Fop  i  Nature  never  makes  one,  ’tis  Affe&ation* 
which  never  is  among  Beafts.  ,  , 

Eugen .  Who  that  has  Sence  or  Vertue,  cou’d  endure  the  piteous  Dull-" 
nefs  of  new  Plays,  the  Idlenefs  of  Baffet  and  Comet ;  the  moft  provoking 
Impertinence  of  how  do  you’s,  and  vifiting  Days,  with  Tea  Tables.  S 
Teref  Oh  Lord !  Speak  againft  Baffet ,  Comet ,  and  vifiting  days,  and  Tea 
Tables;  I  pity  thee,  poor  Country  thing:  Thanks  to  my  dear  Aunt  that 
gave  m $  London  Breeding:  Til  fay’t,  ’twas  a  Portion,  let  me  die  elfe/ ‘ 

M.  G.  Bl.  Come  dear  Eugenia ,  thou  haft  Senfe. 

Teref  She  Sence,  hi,  hi,  hi,  hi,  Country  Sence, 

M.G.Bk  Yes,  that  Ihe  has,  hi,  hi,  hi,  hi.  Country  Sence  is  better  than 
London  Impudence ;  I  cannot  fay v  thy  Aunt  has  corrupted  thee;  for  by  the 
Lord  Harry ,  there  muft  be  a  ftrong  Root  of  Folly  in  thee,  to’  grow  to  this 
Teref.  Aye  Sir,  you  may  fay  what  you  pleafe. 

M.  G.  Bl.  But  come  Terefia ,  this  is  not  my  Bufineis ;  I  am  refolv’d  to  do 

well  by  both  of  ye ; - 1  have  a  pretty  good  Eftate,  and  might  have  had 

a  Thouiand  Pouucl  a  Year  more,  but  that  I  muft  flye  from  the  Univerfity 
fotfooth,  to  run  a  Cavaliering,  and  i'o  to  have  the  honour  to  be  flung  from 
one  Jay  1  into  another,  and  be  fequefter'd,  and  Decimated,  after  being  run 
and  fhot  through,  and  hack'd  to  forne  purpole  for  my  Loyalty.  ’ 

Eugen.  No  Man  ever  fignalized  his  Courage  and  his.  Sufferings  more:thaa 
you ;  The  Name  of  Major  General  Blum  will  be  remembred.  ,  :  - } -  > 

v.-.  ~  '  M&.BL 


C3) 

M.  G.  Bl  And  I  got  well  by  ft  Adod,  no  more  of  that I  am  come  up 
to  this  Smithfield,  like  a  Horfe-Courfer,  to  put  off  a  Brace  of  Fillies*  in  this 
Market  of  Matrimony  ;  I  am  refolved  to  difpofe  of  ye  very  foon,  that  I  may 
go  down  and  live,  and  breath  again. 

Eugen.  Sir,  I  am  not  fo  fond  of  parting  with  fo  good  a  Father,  'tistime 
enough. 

M,  G.  Bl  By  the  Lord  Harry  fit is  high  time,  Wenches ;  don't  I  know  y'are 
full  ripe;  and  when  y'arefo,  ye  nothing  but  think  and  dream  of  Fellows, 
all  of  ye ;  A  Dod  ye  do. 

Teref  Oh  Lord,  I  think  and  dream  of  Fellows?  hi,  hi,  hi,  hi.  Irll  fwear 
it  is  the  leaft  of  my  Thoughts,  hi,  hi,  hi,  hi. 

M.  Gi  Bl  I'll  fwear  you  lye;  hi,  hi,  hi,  hi, ‘tisthe  greateft  ofyourThoughts ; 
hi,  hi,  hi,  hi,  what  a  Pox,  do  you  laugh  when  there  is  no  Jeft. 

Teref  Smiling  and  laughing  becomes  ones  Face 

M.G.Bl  What  Laughter  that's  put  on,  andaffeded,  it  provokes  to  Vo¬ 
mit:  what  a  Devil  is  this  playing  with  a  Fan,  and  falling  back,  and  pulling 
up  your  Breads,  and  thrufting  out  your  Bumm,  and  tolling  your  Head, 
and  diftorting  of  your  Body,  and  being  more  Antick  than  an  Ape. 

Teref.  Say  what  you  pleafe  Sir,  I  can  never  be  put  out  of  Love  with 
a  good  Mien  and  Air,  and  Graceful  Deportment,  good  breeding,  and 
fuch  things :  With  your  Pardon  Sir,  you  lore  Rufticity,  I  vow  you 
do. 

G.  Bl  I  love  Nature,  and  hate  AfFe&ation,  Ivowlde;  well,  ftis  in 
vain  to  drive  to  cure  a  Fop :  Here  is  near  hand  a  Parallel  for  you  >  Gollo- 
nel  Hackwell' s  Wives,  Daughter  Winifred 

Teref  All  the  ♦World  fays,  one  of  the  fined  bred  Ladies  in  Town?  Ill 
lay't  they  do  i  who  but  Madam  Winifred,  let  me  dye. 

M.G,  Bl  And  for  thee  my  Girl,  there's  his  Daughter. 

Eugen.  I  never  knew  a  young  Lady  of  fuch  Wit,  Modedy  and  Difcretion, 
in  my  Life ;  nor  one  whom  I  cou'd  wifh  lo  much  to  make  a  Friend  of. 

Teref  Nay,  you  are  right  now  I’ll  fwear,.  hi,  hi,  hi,  hi,  a  poor  Ignor¬ 
ant  ill-bred  Tit ;  I’ll  fay't  die  knows  nothing  of  the  Beau  Mond,  as  Sir 
Fcffling  fays. 

M.  G.  Bl-  What  an  Authors  that  ?  A  dod  die  is  a  provoking  Jade 

Teref.  An  Author,  for  my  part,  a  Company  of  ill-drefs’d  Slovenly  Courfe 
bred  Fellows  may  laugh  at  him,  but  1*11  fay’t,  *tis  the  beft  Charader  of  a 
fine  accomplifht  Gentleman  that  e're  I  faw  in  a  Play  ;  and  Madam  Winifred , 
my  dear  Friend,  is  in  my  Mind. 

M.  G.Bl.  Ounds,  I  have  much  ado  to  forbear  kicking  her? 

But  I’ll  contain.  [  A  fids. 

Come  Wenches,  this  is  nothing  to  iliy  purpole ;  I  am  refolved  to  marry  you 
out  of  hand,  and  will  be  to  kind  to  you  both  to  let  you  choofe,  if  they  be 
Gentlemen,  and  with  indifferent  Fortunes,  and  no  blemmifh  of  bafenels? 
ye  diall  have  ’em ;  Come  on  Girls,  deal  plainly  and  honedly  with  your 
Father  ;  A  dod  do,  hah. 


(4) 

Teref  HI,  hi,  hi,  hi,  OLord  Sir,  do  you  think  I  love  a  Fellow  *  Hi,  hi, 
hi,  hi,  I  hate  Fellows,  I  vow  Sir,  O  Lord*  I- 

M.  G.Bl.  Pox  on  her,  Icoucd  wring  her  Neck  off;  what  [  do  yo.  hate 
beau’s  ? 

Teref.  Indeed  the£eaucs  are  the  fineft  Gentlemen  *  I  would*  not  give  a 
Farthing  for  one  that  is  not  a  Bean. 

M.  G.  Bl  Set  thy  Heart  at  reft  j,  by'  theXord Harry,  thou  (halt  have  a  Beau, 

Teref  I  have  one  l  Oh  Lord^  do  netthink  fo  meanly  of  me,  to  imagine  i 
am  in  Love  ;:  who  eVe  has  a  mind  to  me,  I'll  make  him  dye  for  me, 

Eugeni  Name  Sir  Nicholas  Dainty . 

M.  G.  Bl.  What  think  you  of  Sir  Nicholas  Dainty  v  he  is  the  top  of  all  the 
JBeau’s  and  Coxcombs  of  the  Park,  and  Play-haufe.- 

Teref  Oh  Lord  !  Oh  Lord  !  All  the  World  fays  he  is  the  fineft  Gentleman 
in  England\  the  moft  curiou^Drefs,  the  fineft  Air,  and  the  gallanted  Mien  j 
let  me  dye^  all  the  Wforld,  every  body  fays  it;  but  I  can't  love  any  Fellow, 
alas,*  moft  of  the  beau’s  Ogle  and  Dye  for  me  now,  and  X  mind  ’em  no 
more  than  my  little  Dog  Vennj.  [  A  fide.  Oh  how  happy  ftiou’d  I  be  in 
the  Arms  of  that  delicate,  perfed,  moft  accomplifhed,  fweet  Sir  Nicholas. 

M.  G.  Bl.  ^hou  haft  hit  her  right ;  what  a  rare  Match  ’twoud  be,  better 
one  Houle  than  two  troubled  with  them ;  X  was  his  Guardian,  and  I  know 
by-  him,  there  is  no  more  turning  of  a  Fop  into  a  Man  of  Sehie,  than  of  an 
Owl  into  a  Nightingale.  He  has  a  good  Eft  ate,  Terefia  ;  But  pray  let  me. 
fee,  Dad  he  is  going  a  Volunteer  this  Compaigne. 

Teref  Oh  Heaven  and  Earth  i  a  Volunteer ;  I  dye,  I  dy e^  [She faints.. 

M.  G.  Bl.  How  now,  how  now,  whatl$  the  matter  ? 

Eugen .  Why  Sifter,  what  ailft  thou  ? 

teref  Oh  Lord  !  A  Volunteer  [A fide. 

Nothing  but  Wind  upon  my  Stomach,  with  ftaying  fo  long  for  my  Break- 

fafter - Til  retire  Sir  ;  Oh  Lord,  Oh  Lord,  Oh  Lord,  a  Volunteer  !  X  can- 

»0t  out-live  its  [Exit.  Terefia ,  Eugenia 

Step  in  with  her>,  and  return  inftantly  j. 

What  Prodigy  is  this  ?;  Was  ever  Creature  fo  different,  from  Father  and  Mo¬ 
ther,  and  Sifter;  by  the  Lord  Harry^  I  fhall  begin  to  believe  the  old  Tales 
of  Fairies  changing  Children  in  the  Cradles ;  byfrLady  they  have  lent,  me 

a  damtVd  Fantaftick  Faify  - Come  my  Eugenia,  thou  art  the: Darling 

#f  my  Hearty  the  Image  of  thy  dead  Mother. 

Enter  Eugenia* 

Eugen .  I  ftiould  be  happy  todefervethe  Favour^  and  that  Chamber. 

M .  G.  Bk  Come,  come,  out  upon  Complement,  A  dod  thou  doft ;  come 
be  plain  and  honeft,  no  trifling ;  tell  me  what  Gentleman  doft  thou  like 
heft  of  all  thou  haft  feen  at  London. 

E*gen>  I  know  you  too  well  to  diflemble  with  you,  or  conceal  any  thing 
ffojn  you,  which  you  requiremet©  let  you  know  j  v  Young  CoUonel  Haskwet 

our 
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our  Neighbour,  the  old  ColloneFs  Son  ;  is  the  moft  agreeable  Perfbn  of  &■ 
Man,  the  beft  bred,  and  of  the  beft  fence  I  have  teen :  And  I  obferve  all. 
Men  of  good  Reputation,  give  him  an  excellent  Chara&er. 

M .  G.  Bl.  Faith  Wench,  let  me  kifs  dree  for  that :  He  is  the  prerrieO 
young  Fellow  in  England ,  an  underhand ing  wifeyoung  Fellow,  as  much  Wir 
as  any  Man,  well  tempered,  of  great  Honour.! n  great  Favour  with  the  King; 
he  has  done  Wonders  inthe  VVarof  Ireland ;  he  has  gotten  much  Reputati¬ 
on,  but  no  black  Cattle;  andadod  Girl,  he  is  as  brave  a  Fellow  ks  my  felf  i 
There  is  as  much  difference  between  thy  Choice  and  hers,as  between  an  Eagle 
arid  a  Jay* 

Eugen.  But  Sir,  All  this  ts  not  to  the  Point,  for  he  cannot  be  thought  of 
for  a  Husband  by  you:  For  his  Father,  by  the  Indignation  of  his  fecond 
Wife,  has  turned  him  off,  and  is  refolved  todifinherit  him, 

M.  G.  BA  That  ever  that  old  Blockheaded  Round  head  Ihou'd  fight  for  Li¬ 
berty  ;  and  Til  tell  thee  Wench,  I  ftiall  neVe  forget  him;  we  have  had 
Rubbers,  and  adod  he  is  a  plaguy  Fellow.  I  have  had  his  darn'd  long  Tuck 
in  my  Body,  and  this  Fellow,  to  fneak  to  a  confounded,  filly,  Fantaffick, 
Ugly,  old  fecund  Wife  ;  the  moft  termagant  Jade  in  Chripendcwi  :  But  my 
poor  Eugenia ,*  if  his  Bon  had  no  Fortune,  hee’d  hew  himfelf  out  one  with, 
his  Sword,  under  (b  brave,  and  magnanimous  a  King:  If  not  for  thy  lake,, 
Td  give  him  one,  to  make  thee  happy,  but  Fifteen  Hundred  Pounds  Year' 
-  is  intailed  upon  him* 

Eugen.  I  can  fierce  forbear  to  worffftp  lb  good  a  Father :  A  nd  on  my> 
Knees,  I  humbly  thank  you  for  your  kind  intention :  Pray  think  it  no  tim- 
modeft,  if  I  ingenuoufly  confefs  I  love  this  Man  more  than  Liberty  or  Light** 
or  all  that  this  World  holds  dear,  or  valuable :  I  could  with  him  wafte  all 
my  Life  in  Wants,  in  Rags,  and  in  a  Defertv 

By  the  Lord  Harrjy  a  brave  Wench,  blufh.  not5  rtis  noftiame 
to  love  a  Gallant  Fellow,  ctis  natural  to  love,  and  ’tis  a  Difeafe  not  to  be 
Subjeftto  it:  But  let  me  lee,  there  is  lbmething  to  be  confidered,  will  he 
love  ye,  hah,  adod  hah. 

Eugen .  Be  pleafedto  perule  thole  billets,  I  would  to  have  been  loft  forever, 
efr$Iwqud  have  proceeded  farther  without  your  leave;  in  thefe  you'll  find 
him  JJonourable,  Sir. 

M  G.  Blunt,  Ha !  Let  me  fee  your  Excellent  Beauty,  Incomparable 
Wit  and  Vertue,  Paffion,  Tranfport,  Honour,  Right,  a  dod,  thus  it  was. 
when  I  was  a  young  Fellow:  ah  Wench,  I  {hall  never  forget  I  was  ;  ah,  , 
well,  I  fay  no  more:  Let  me  fee,  to  begin  at  your  Father,  wourd  look 
like  Ijjipofition,  yet  without  his  confent*  I  muft  relblve  to  be  miferabie : 
by  my  Honour,  a  pretty  ycung  Fellow.This  way  of  proceeding  fhews  I 
have  moft  Honour  %  the  Daughter,  the  other  would  exprefc  more  for 
the  Father. 


Erigm. 
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Eugen*  You  have  lighted  upon  the  firft;  I  have  anfwer'd  none,  nor  ever 
*votild,  without  your  Content. 

Enter  Coll .  Hack  well  jun.  and  Mr .  Welford. 

M„G.  Bl.  Cods  my  life,  fee  who's  here  ?  The  very  man. 

Eugen.  Give  me  my  Billet  Sir,  [  S.he  fnache*  the  paper  and  runs  out . 

Hack.jun .  Fair  Lady,  do  you  fly  for  the  feme* 

M.G.  Bl.  Thefe  Cunning  young  Wenches  wo ’not  be  teen  undreft,  till  it 
Be  too  late  to  miflike  fem, 

Huck.jun.l  come  to  wait  on  you,  my  Noble  Major  General,  to  give  you 
joy  of  your  Birth-day ;and  I  wifh  you  all  the  happinefs  Mankind  is  Capable  of. 

M.  G.  BL  Thank  ye  heartily,  young  fellow. 

Hack.jun.  Sir  this  Friend  of  mine,  who  is  a  man  of  honour,  and  I  dare 
fay,  youcl  think  worthy  of  your  Acquaintance  ,  defires  the  honour  of  it } 
4Tis  Mr.  Welford. 

M.G.Bl.  The  brave  Volunteer,  who  has  not  heard  your  name  ?  Yfare 
welcome,  I  am  your  Servant. 

Wdf.  If  any  thing  could  make  me  proud,  it  would  be  praife  from  fo  brave 
a  Souldier,  and  fo  great  a  Patriot. 

M.G.BL  Praife !  A  Gentleman  who  maintains  Twenty  well  appointed 
Hortemen  at  his  own  Charge ;  and  terves  a  private  man  amongfft  ‘em,  de- 
terves  praife  from  every  brave  fellow,  and  true  English  man  i  you  muft  Dine 
with  me  to  day,  both  ofyee,  Adod  I  love  brave  young  fellows,  the  noifc  of 
War  fires  my  old  Blood,  methinks  I  long  to  beamonglt  you. 

HacLjun .  You  have  ftiewn  fuch  Gallantry,  as  we  can  but  faintly  Copy 
after. 

M.  G.  BL  Well,  I  have  teen  A&ion  in  my  time,  and  have  fwingfd  and 
been  fwing'd,  by  my  hilts  I  have  :  I  have  beenfliot  and  run  thorough,  and 
cut  in  the  head  and  face,  for  a  Caufe  not  half  fo  great  as  this :  Thefe  knocks 
give  me  fuch  Remembrance,  that  my  old  Carcafe  will  not  fuflicemy  mind  i 
- It  wonot  be 

HacLjun.  The  thought  would  perplex  a  man,  to  find,  that  a  Cottage  up¬ 
on  a  Common  may  be  fuftained  from  Age  to  Age ;  and  thefe  poor  frail  tene¬ 
ments,  muft  drop  for  all  the  Reparations  we  can  make. 

Welf.  Gallant  old  Soldiers,  have  nothing  to  do,  but  to  be  as  eafie  as  they 
can,  and  live  and  enjoy  the  fame,  they  Nobly  wone. 

M.  G.  Bl.  A  Dod  it  is  a  kind  of  Chewing  the  Cud  upon  honour ;  Faith 
young  fellows,  if  this  Carcafe  woufd  ferve  my  mind,  Icde  not  be  the  hind- 
moft,  by  the  Lord  Harry  ;  War  was  another  thing  in  my  time3  we  fought 
and  pufmditon,  as  troth  you  did  well  in  Ireland ,  Now  your  French  Trick  is 
to  lie  fecured  in  paffes,  and  not  fight. 

Hack.  jun. But  delay  like  a  Chancery  Suite  to  undo  thePlantiffs  purfeftrings. 

M.  G.  BL  ‘Tis  not  (hot  bags,  but  money  bags  that  do  Grand  Lewts  his 
Bufinefs ;  but  come  on  young  fellow,  how  ftand  matters  between  your  Fa¬ 
ther  and  you. 

'  Hack. 


Hack,  jun .  In  a  moft  forlorn  Condition. 

Wtlf  Dear  Tom,  lcll  go  to  him  about  that  Bufinefs  and  meet  as  appointed. 

Hack*  ju.  Youl  find  it  in  vain.  There  is  no  Creature  fo  obftinateasa 
Godly  Man.  ; 

M.G.  B/.  Sir,  your  Servant,  fail  not  at  Two,  at  Dinner. 

Welf.  Sir,  your  moft  humble  Servant,  I  will  not  [  Exit  Welf. 

Hack.  jun.  That's  as  brave  a  Gentleman  as  ef re  drew  Sword  »  I  have  feen 
%  him,  in  Clouds  of  Smoak,  and  Showers  of  Bullets,  as  Fearlefs  as  if  he  were 
Invulnerable  ;  He  refules  all  command  and  takes  all  theDuty  and  Fatigue  of 
a  Centry  upon  him  ;  and  fiends  a  thouland  pound  a  Year  among  Sick  and 
wanting  Soldiers,  and  fares  plainly  himfelf- 

M.  G .  BA  He  has  the  Spirit  of  Cato3  brave  Cato>  Monflrat  tolerare  labor  cs  nan 
jubeti  fuch  a  Volunteer  ought  to  be  honourcd.  Now  a  Company  of  flutter¬ 
ing  Fops,  think  of  nothing  but  living  well  in  a  Camp.  A  dod,  one  Dra¬ 
goon's  worth  4©  fuch. 

Hack  jun.  To  fay  the  Truth,  Inftead  ofhardftiip,  toil,  abftinence,  we  have 
Introduced  in  Camps,  Softnefi,  Effiminacy  and  Luxury,  and  fuch  Extrava¬ 
gance  in  Cloaths  and  Equipage. - -  ^ 

M.G'Rly  ADakm'd  French  Invention  to  undo  men,  and  make  them  abfo- 
lutofy  depend  bke'Slaves,  as  the  Januaries  did  once  upon  the  Turks.  But 
look  thee,  to  our  "Bufinels,  Your  Father  Dines  with  me  to  day.  I  know  he 
has  turn'd  you  out  of  doors ;  and  in  the  firft  place,  no  Complements,  but  it 
ftiall  beia  Mortal  Qparfel  between  us,  if  you  fend  not  your  Goods  and  Ser¬ 
vians  hither,  and  make  my  houfe  your  own. 

You;—:4 1  .  •  '  .  -  „ 

M.  G.  B /.  Look  you  young  fellow,  anfwer  me  not,  but  with  your  Leg ; 

But  d®  what  Hay,  A  dod  I  will  have  it  fo. 

Hack  jun.  He's  always  in  Earned. 

A fide.  1  Oh^  moft  furprizing  Joy3  to  be  in  the  houfe  with  my  Miftreft  ; 

1*11  rtioftiy  reveal  mylove  to  him. 

AfcG.  BA  That  Mother  in  Law  of  thine3  is  a  Confounded  Jade,  and  Ibe- 
lievegiyerM©  ftanable  rpuch  ;  there  is  an  odd  fellow  keeps  her  Company. 

Hack  juu.  She  calls  him  Cozen,  his  name  \sJShckum. 

M.  G.  6/.  Aye  N ickum !  what  is  that  fellow,  Nickum. 

Hack. jun.  He  was  a  Notorious  Sharper,  and  now  flie  fwells  his*  pocket  for 
him.  *  : 

M.  G.  BA  Sharper  !  A  pox  on  that  new  name,  The  old  one  is  Rogue  and 
Cheat  are  betteivDod  1  hate  mincing ;  fo  Mifs  is  a  pretty  new  name  $  Mifs 
with  a  pox  !  Isndt  the  old  one  Where  better.  Mils  with  the  Devils  flame-; 
Whore  I  fey,  Thdre  \s  a  Sifter  in  Law  for  thee;  a  damnM  affe&ed  ibblifh 
Jade  v  they  lay  the  young  fellow  calls  her  feornful  Lady. 

-  Hack.  jun.  Inlblentf  enough  of  allConfcience,  and  affe&edto  Naufeoufnefs. 

M.  G»  Bl.  Dod,  thou  wilt  live  to  fee  her  take  up  with  a  Groom  or  feme 
pittiful  teilow.  - 

Htuk.jum  Truly dhe is forrtewhat liable.  \  !:  . 

MG.  BA  But  thy  own  Sifter,  is  the  very  Reverie  of  her,  bUKorfte  lets  into 

my.  - 


prryrrrranrwrir .  . 

|  my  ;Dreffing-  Room  and  Confult  about  mattsrs,  and  then  weT  walk  in  the 
Park.  .  T  .  .  ' 

Htck.jun,  ‘Tis  delicate  weather;  every  body  will  be  there.  [  £*«».  M. 

G.  Blunt  and  Hack.  jun. 


SCENE  IL 

Coll.  Hachvelh  ttcufe. 


Enter  Winifred  and  Hop, 


Hep.  TVTOw  fweet  Madam  Winifred,  this  Room  is  private, no  moredanc^ 
iN  ing,  Oh  Love,  Divine  Love. 


Win.  Get  you  gone  you  naughty  Man,  fare  you  ufed  5  ^  pats  him  on . 


the  Face . 


Witchcraft,  I  that  have fcorncd  ail  theyoung  fellows  in  ^ 
the  Town, and  ufed  em  like  Dogs,to  be  caught  withyou  ** 

Hop.  Indeed  Madam  Winifred  4tis  your  great  Goodnelsand  nodelertof  mine 
Win .  Ah,  that  dear  Kit,  and  plaid  upon  by  thofe  Fingers,  ct  was  that  won 
upon  me  firft,  let  me  Die,  Oh  you  make  the  fineft.  mufick  ofthat  prety  Kit* 
Hot.  Hift,  hift,  £fome  body  comes,  fa,  la,  la,  la5  Coupee,  fa,  la,  la,  round 
ftreignt* 

Enter  Prudence. 

Tru.  Madam,  TereGa ,  defires  your  Ladifhip  woucd  favour  her  with  your 
Company  to  St.  James's  Park  this  forenoon. 

Win.  Go  tell  my  Dear,  Pll  not  fail  s  — —She  fc  the  fineft  Lady  in  the 
Univerfe  Pll  vow.  [_  Exit  Prudence. 

Hop .  Not  when  Madam  Winifred  is  by  ,  •  ^  Enter, CAmunfeen  and 


let  me  kifs  thofe  dear  pretty  dear  hands.  L  unheard , 

Win .  Go,  go,  get  yon  gone,  let  me  dye  you  hav«  the  Charmingft  way 
with  you.  • 

Clara  Is  this  learning  to  Dance !  very  pretty!  is  all  her  haughty  Inference 
and  fcorn  come  to  this*  t  . 

Hop  Dear  fweet  Lady  of  my  Life,  when  fcall  oqr  two  half  broad  pieces 
meet  >  I  have  a  Minifter  ready  at  ah  hours  time  to  jqyn  'em  *  this  day  we 
fhallallbe  merry  at  Major  General  Blunts,  we  may  eaiily  dropout, 


Hah,  who's  here  ?  Madam,  pray  mind,  fa,  la,,  la,  la,  £ord  you  are  careleft. 

Clara.  What  reaion  is  there,  this  fellow  fhou’d  not  be  Hamftringfd  ;  but 
Til  take  no  notice,  her  fence  and  breeding  is  fit  for  none  but  a  Cut-Caper,  j 
Hop .  Nay  whether  do  you  turn  »  why  dont  you  mind  me. 

Clara.  Mathinks  Mr.  Hop,  ftie  does  mind  you ;  aud  is  much  improved  by 
your  Inftru&ions. 

Win. 
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Win.  Well,  what’s  that  to  you  what  I  am  ;  what  did  you  come  to  liften  ; 
mull  I  have  fuch  a  one  as  you  to  be  a  fpie  upon  me  Mrs.  Malapert. 

Clara.  Breedings  a  good  thing  Sifter ;  a  very  good  thing. 

.Win.  Breeding,  Thou  taikeft  of  Breeding,  why  thou  cahft  not  walk  a 
Corant  poor  thing  ;  - You  breeding  and  never  learnt  to  dance. 

Hof ,  Breeding  without  daucing.  Exit  H cf. 

Clara ,  Breeding  is  in  the  head,  not  in  the  foot  Sifter. 

Win.  Come,  come  Miftrefs ;  IT1  not  be  ufed  thus ;  I  that  have  been  pro* 
fercd  all  the  beft  and  fineft  Gentlemen  about  the  Town,  who  die  for  me  J 
and  tebefufpe&edfor  my  Dancing  Mafter. 

Clara .  The  Innocent  ne’re  fear  fufpition. 

Win.  That  is  as  much  as  to  fay, I  am  not  innocent ;  you  are,  I  know  what 
you  are ;  marry  come  up  ?  Til  not  endure  it. 

Clara.  You  make  me  fmile. 

Enter  Mrs.  Hackwel. 

Mrs.  Hack.  How  now  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Urtn.  Am  I  born  to  be  abufcd  by  that  Family  ;  Heres  Mrs.  Vert — muft 
liften  and  watch,  and  be  a  Spie  upon  me,  as  if  ihefufpe<fted  my  being  alone 
with  a  Dancing  Mafter. 

Mrs.  Hack.  Hufwife !  how  dare  you  treat  my  Daughter  thus,  'tislawcy 
in  youi  fhall  I  be  perpetually  affronted  by  your  Paltry  brood  :  I  have  got¬ 
ten  rid  of  one,  and  the  other  lhall  out  fuddainly,  muft  we  have  Spies  upon 
usforlooth,  marry  come  up  Minx. 

Clara.  Ill  words  fhall  not  make  me  forgetmy  duty  to  my  Fathers  Wife. 

Njrs.  Hack.  Your  Fathers  Wife  Impudence;  what  is  that  Fathers  Wife  of 
kin  to  ? 

Clara^My  true  Stepmother. 

Mrs.  Hack.  Stepmother !  Hey  day  !  there’s  a  name,  I  flia.ll  have  fine  tides 
by  and  by;  Mrs,  Spie,  I’ll  fpoil  your  Office* 

Clara.  I  icorn  the  Office  ;  but  Madam,  the  Innocent  fear  no  Spies. 

Mrs.  Hack .  Oh  moft  Audacious,  tell  me  of  the  Innocent  1 

Win.  Have  I  fcorncd  all  the  fellows  of  the  Town,  that  have  Ogled  me 
and  Writen  Billets. 

Mrs.  Hack .  Aye,  aye,  and  thole  that  die  for  her  now  ;  tho*  I  muft  con- 
refs  it  is  a  faulf. 

Win.  Donft  I  hate  all  the  filthy  fellows  ? 

Mrs.  Hack.  A  nd  ule  em  with  all  the  Contempt  Imaginable. 

Win.  To  be  watched  when  I  am  alone  with  a  Dancing  Mafter. 

Mrs.  Hack.  Aye, aye, to  be  watch’d  with  a- Dancing  Mafter, he  poor  fellow; 

Wm.  Nay,  net  luch  a  poor  fellow  neither,  the  mancs  a  pretty  man,a  very 
pretty  man,  but  for  my  Vertue;  my  Honour  to  be  queftioned. 

Mrs.  Hack.  If  my  Cozin  Nickum  comes  to  fee  me ;  we  muft  be  watch€d,  and 
you  muft  pop  in  and  out  forfooth  ;  —  and  he  is  as  fine  a  Gentleman  as  the 
Sun  (hines  upon. 

Clara.  Oh  my  poor  deluded  Father,  to  be  abufed  by  a  Ralcal,  Cheat 

and  Rook. 


C  10  > 

Mrs.  Hack  Come  on  Hufwife;  1*11  not  endure  this  unde?  my  roofl 

Clara  How  Innocence  can  fmile  at  accufation. 

Enter  ColL  Hackwell,  [trior. 

Wack.  fen .  Who  has  offended  thee  my  dear  Lamb  ? 

Mrs.  Hack  One  that  always  willy  ,  am- 1  and  mine  born  to  be  affronted 
perpetually  by  your  brood  here. 

Coll, Hack  fen .  I-am lorry  dear  Lamb,  but  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Mrs.  Hack.  Good  Lack  \  what's  the  matter  ?  As  if  I  cou'd  not  tell  when  l 
was  affronted  ;  but  you  mnft  judge.* 

Win.  As  if  we  did  not  know,  when  we  were  abuscd,  huh. 

Hack.  fen.  Look  thee,  I  profefs  Lamb  I  am  fare  afflifted  at  thele  things ; 
but  we  are  one  FJefb,  and  thou.art  dearer  to  me  than  all  the  World,  I  will 
cleave  unto  thee. 

Mrs.  Hack  Cleave  quoth  he  /  She  liftensand  watches  when  my  Daughters 
atone  with  her  Dancing  Maher  >  as  if  ihe  wou'd  be  naught  with  him.  Muft 
my. Daughter  be  fufpe&ed  ? 

Nay,  ilie  has  the  Impudence  if  any  Gentleman  ( as  my  Cozen  Nickum  or 
lb  comes  to  wait  upon  me)  to  fpy  and  liften,  muft  my  Vertue,  my  known 
Vertue  be  once  in  Sufpition. 

•  Hack  fen .  Look  thee  lamb  ‘  I  befeech  thee  weep  not  dear  lamb,  verily 
none  can  be  fo  wicked  to  fufpeft  fuch  known  vertwe;  I  profefs  Clara},  am 
incens'd  againft  thee,  yea  greatly  incens'd. 

Clara,  I  have  been  ufed  to  bear ,  and  for  your  fake  I  can  do  it; 

Mrs.  Hack.  Moft  audacioys  1  She  frailes  and  laughs  at  us. 

Clara .  Let  Guilt  look  dejeifted,  Innocence  will  fmile. 

Mrs.  Hack.  In  fhortA  I  am  refolv'd  not  to  be  under  the  fame  roof  with  her  0 
your  wicked  Son  and  ftie,  have  made  me  weary  of  my  life. 

Hack.  fen.  Verily,  thou  art  unto  me  my  lamb,  as  the  Apple  of  my  Eye 
and  in  truth  Clara ,  I  am  greatly  moved  in  Spirit^,  and  I  am  refolved  for  the 
quiet  of  thy  good  Mother  to  difpofe  of  thee, but  firft  IH1  feek  the  Lord  upon  it* 

Mrs. Hack  Tell  me  of  fseking  ;  feek  me  no  JBody,  but  do  it. 

Enter  Mr.  Welford. 

Clara  I  have  born  this  Tyrany  long  enough  ;  Thank  Heaven  I  have  a. 
Fortune  of  my  own;  and  will  take  care  to  difpofe  of  myfelf.  Exit  Clara. 

VVelf.  Heav'n  grant  it  were  to  me ;  by  the  world  fhe  is  an  Angel*  I  never 
faw  killing  beauty,  till  thislnftant. 

Win.  What  fellow^  that  ?  But  I  muft  go  to  my  dear,  and  walk  with  her 
in  the  Park  :  Shefent  to  me.  Exit  Winifred: 

VVelf.  Is  this  my  Friends  Sifter,  hah,  I  had  forgotten.  N 

Hack.  fen.  Who  are  you,  Sir  have  you  ought  with  me  ? 

VVelf.  I  have,  if  you  be  Colionel  Hack-well  fomewhat  which  concerns 
jou.  # 

Hack- fen.  Men  are  wont  to  call  me  fb  ;  Is  it  about  the  Linnen  Manufa¬ 
cture. 

VVelf.  Ha !  this  Godly  old  fellow,  is  of  the.  honeft  Vocation  of.  Stock¬ 
jobbing -™(  Afide}—Up  it  is  not* 

Mr& 

, 


Mrs.  Mack.  The  GUIs 

Welf.  No. 

Mack,  fen .  *  The  Copper; 

Welf.  No. 

Mack.  fen.  TheTinn.  * 

Welf.  No. 

.Mrs.  Hac\i  The  Divers. 

Welf.  No. 

Hack.  fen.  Oh  the  Paper; 

VFelf.  None  of  thefe. 

Mrs  Hack.  It  mnft  be  the  Dippers  5  who  will  make  Sarsenet  keep  out  ram 
like  Drap  de  Berry. 

Welf.  None  of  all  thefe,  nor  no  wager  about  the  retaking  of  Mons^  Yhillips * 
hirgh,  Montmehan  \  Nor  Invading  of  France  by  the  firft  of  Augufi  ^  none  of  all 
theft,  but  fome  private  bufinels  wherein  I  defire  your  care  alone. 

Mrs.  Hack.  What  woucd  you  part  Man  and  Wife  ? 

Welf.  No,  If  Ihad  that  Difpencing  power,!  woufd  mend  all  the  High  ways 
in  Eagland ;  Repair  the  Old,  and  Ere&  New  Bridges  every  where;  and  build 
Churches  Innumerable. 

Hack.  fen.  And  Hoi  pi  cats. 

Welf.  Notone,  thatcs  your  City  Cuftom,  to  cheat  all  their  lives  tirce  \  Ahd 
give  away  what  they  have  gotten  from  the  Right  owners,  to  the  founding  or 
increafing  of  an  Holpital ;  befides  I  like  not  the  Charity  of  making  half  a 
fcore  Knaves  live  Luxuriouily,  and  the  poor  who  ftou’d  be  releivfd  to  live 
miferablly  under  them.  But  to  my  bufinels  which  is  not  fo  fit  for  your  ear 
Madam. 

Mrs.  Hack.  I  hope  it  is  not  Obftene  Sir  ? 

Hack.  fen.  I  profefs  that  is  not  fit  for  my  eares  then  >  but  look  ye  fir,  nfy 
Lamb  and  I,  are  one  Flefh. 

Mrs.  Hack.  Do  you  think  there  is  a  fecret  of  Mr.  H ackwzll  that  is  not  mine* 
Mack,  fen :  Not  one  verily. 

Welf.  Sure  this  Fellow  cou’d  never  be  my  Freiads  Father,  pray  heav’ii  his 
Mother  was  honeft. 

Enter  Nickunfi; 

Mrs  Hack.  Wellcom  dear  Cozen  Nicham 
Hack,  fen-  Good  morning  Cozen 
Nickum  Your  molt  humble  Servant. 

Mrs.  Hack.  Well  Sir,  No  whifpering,  I  muft  and  will  hear  all  my  hu{* 

bands  bufinels. 

Welf.  Oh  breeding  and  modefty  whither  are  you  flown,  well  then,  I  may 
plead  my  Caufe  in  the  Face  of  open  day ;  and  in  the  greateft  Affembly, 
Sir,  you  have  a  Son  : 

Hack.  fen.  I  have,  what  then,  woud  he  had  Grace* 

Welf  I  don’t  know  what  you  call  Grace ;  but  he  has  as  muck  Vertue  and 
Honour,  as  any  Gentileman  living : 

Hack.  fen.  Vertueand  Honour  will  bring  him  but  tohelL 

C  2  Mti. 
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Mrs  Hack.  He  vert ue  and  honour. 

VVelf.  Yes  Madam,  the  world  knows  it,  loudly  {peaks  ©fit,  for  my  part 
I  think  it  my  greateft  honour  to  be  call’d  his  Freind. 

Hack .  jrn.  But  what’s  all  this  to  me  ? 

Welf.  ’Tis  to  your  honour  •  he  is  greatly  favoured  by  the  King,  exfream- 
beloved  by  the  People,  much  efteemed  by  the  Generals,  adored  by  the  Sol¬ 
diers  ,  and  has  won  immortal  honour  in  the  Reduction  of  Ireland  j  he  never 
fpeaks  ot  you  without  Love  and  Reverence,  and  wou’d  give  all  the  world 
to  be  in  your  Favour,  no  Parent  yet,  e’re  had  a  Son  of  greater  Piety,  and  you 
to  turn  him  off. 

Hack,  fen.  I  profefs  to  yon,  I  do  not  think  it  fit  for  one  who  has  liv'd  68 
.Years  to  take  advice  of  one  without  a  beard. 

Mrs  Hack.  What  have  you  to  do  with  us?  pray  fweet  Sir,  go  your  ways 
and  meddle  with  your  matters* 

VVelf.  I  have  been  told  ye  were  flout  and  behav’d  your  felf  bravely  in  the 
Civil  War. 

Hack.  fen.  Indeed  I  muft  confefsl  was  not  wont  to  fly  before  the  face  of 
an  Enemy  in  that  day. 

VVelf  Methinks  this  fhduld  make  you  love  andcherifha  brave  fellow  that 
f^rung  from  you,  befides,  what  will  Mankind  fay  of  you,  for  ufing  him  fo  ill, 
whom  they  like  fo  well. 

H  ack^  fen .  The  Righteous  fear  not  the  Ccnfures  of  the  Wicked,  he  has  been 
difbbedient  and  difrefpe&ful  to  my  dear  Lamb, 

VVelf.  afidel  Lamb  with  a  pox,  why  does  not  he.  call  her  Yew  i 
to  him.  >  He  is  too  much  a  well  bred  Man,  and  a  Man  of  honour 
to  be  guilty  of  that. 

Mrs  Hack .  Sir,  I  cannot  but  wonder  at  3  our  Impudence,  out  of  my  doors 
he  is  a  Scurvy,  Sawcy,  Scandalous  Fellow. 

'Welf*  death  Madam,  I  wou’d  not  hear  a  Man  fay  fo., 

Nickum  What  if  yon  ftiouMSir?- 

VVelf.  Why,  I  woud  pull  him  by  the.  nofe,  ifyoupleafe  I  will  ftiew  you 
how. 


Nickum  Do  you  know  who  I  am  ? 

VVelf, \  You  are  now  a  fellow  with  a  whole  face ,  but  if  you  dare  fpeak  one 
ill  word  of  my  Friend,  you  fliall  be. a  fellow  with  a  flalht  fa  cs 
Nickum 


Hack,  fe 


en. 


Dare  Sir? 


Mrs.  Hack.  So5  very  fine,  he  muft  fend  his  He&ors  to  affront  us,  and  our 
Freinds;  Avaunt,  get  the  out  of  my  doors  Bully. 

Nickum  Dare,  - Let  me  go.  Hilts  and  Blades., 

Ha  ok.  -fen.  What  is  your  name  ? 

Welf.  My  name  is  VVelf  or  d. 

Nickum  Hah/  what  a  Devil,  the  Volunteer  that’s  fo  talked  of.  Ounds  he’ll 
whip  me  through  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye,  l  will  retire.  [He  fneah  out ] 

Hack.  fen.  Look  you  Mr.  W elfird,  put  me  not  to  ufe  the  Carnal  weapon 
in  my  defence,  but  leave  me. 

-  *  VVelf 


W df,_  Miftakeme  not  Sir,  I  come  to  you  with  all  the  refpe<5t  imaginable ; 
and  I  am  forry  I  have  offended,  your  humble  Servant  [Exit  Wd'ord. 

Mrs.  Hack.  Rude  Fellow,  impudent  He&or,  do  you  lee  my  Duck  > 

What  a  Bully  he  has  lent  to  you.  Was  a  Mercy  my  Cozen  was  here;  F/e 
might  have  affaffinated  you,  your  wicked  Son  is  grown  to  the  height  of  Im¬ 
piety,  I  am  afraid  of  thy  dear  Life,  poor  Duckling.’ 

Hack  Sen.  Ah  mypoor  Lamb,  thou  art  a  dear  fweet  Creature. 

Enter  Nick  urn. 

Nick .  Is  the  Rogue,  the  Scouncfrel  gone  ? 

Mrs.  Hack.  Indeed  Duckling  we  are  mightily  obliged  to  my  Cozen 
Nickum . 

Nick.  This  Ralcal  ppt  me  into  fuch  a  paffionj  was  afraid  Imuft  have  kill'd 
him  before  your  Faces,  and  that  he  had  been  Uncivil:  This  made  me 
retire. 

Hack  Sen.  I  do  not  know  whether  this  Man  be  flout  or  no  ;  but  I  remem¬ 
ber  in  the  War  we  always  ufed  to  beat  thele  Bluflerers  moft  exceedingly. 

Nick .  But  Ml  reckon  with  the  Bully  another  time. 

Hack.  Sen.  Hold  Cozen,  defiit  from  that  Refolution  ;  for  I  fay  unto  you? 
and  verily  I  fpcak  it  in  knowledge,  that  all  Manflaying,  unlefs  it  be  Defen- 
five,  or  for  the  Faith  is  unlawful. 

Enter  Lettice. 

Lettice.  SU,  Here  are  a  great  many  wait  in  the  Parlour  to  Ipeak  witft  you 
about  the  Manufacture. 

Hack.  Sen.  I  go, - Good  morrow  Lamb.  [Ex.  Hack  Sen.  and  Lettice . 

Mrs.  Hack.  Now  we  fhali  enjoy  our  felves  without  Interruption  ; 

My  dearPigsny,  let  us  triumph^  J  have  gain’d  an  abfolute  V i&ory,  the  next 
thing  is  to  make  him  fettle  his  EAate  (  that  is  not  entailed  )  as  I  pleafe,  or 
no  quiet,  no  lleep  fhali  be  known  to  him,  and  I  warrant  thee  Dear  I’ll  dore 
A  Woman,  if  fhe  has  Wit  and  Induftry,  and  will  watch  his  Blind  fides>  and* 
attack  ‘em,  never  fails  of  her  Ends  upon  her  Husband. 

Ever  fince  Grandam  Eve,  I  dare  maintain, 

A  Husband  with  his  Wife  contends  in  vain. 

For  fhe  at  length  her  point  will  always  gain. 

Nick.  Gallants,  take  warning  by  me,  how  fhali  I  be  perfected. 

Fly  an  Intrigue  with  any  old  Man's  Wife, 

For  trull  me  ctis  a  fad  laborious  Life, 


ACT  II.  SCENE  I. 


Sir  Nicholas^Dainty ,  and  Sir  Timothy  KaJIril ,  with  Foot-Men  behind  them. 

Sir  Nich .  Q5R  Timothy  Kaftril ,  I  kifs  your  Hands. 

Sir  Jim .  0  Sir  Nicholas  D’awty)  I  am  your  moft  humble  Servant. 

Sir  Nich.  9Tis  a  fine  freih  Morning,  we  fhali  have  all  the  Beauties  hereto 

be  ftoftnipfc.  Sir  Tim* 

-  -  • 


Ch) 

Sir  Tim.  Cods  rny  Life,  I  am  comeuot  ^without  my  Billets  Doux  : 

What  a  DeWi  fhalM  do,  I  flianctbe  able  to  talk  with  a  Beau  all  day:  Here, 
Sirrah,  Jack ,  goto  the  Blockhead  my  Valet  de  Cbambre ,  and  ask  him  why  he 
was  liich  a*  Son  of  a  Whore,  to  let  me  come  out  without  my  billets  Doux  $ 
go  and  fetch  them,  run  all  the  way. 

Sir  Kick.  O  fie,Come  abroad  with  your  Billets ;  I  don’t  look  upon  my  felf  as 
dreft,  till  l  ha'  e  put  them  up.  But  the  Ladies  do  fo  perlecute  me,  that  damme 
if  I  be  not  weary  of  the  Fatique  of  anfwering  them :  I  think  I  mud  keep 
a  Secretary,  1  keep  Grifons  Fellows  out-of  Livery,  privately  for  nothing,  but 
to  carry  ‘Anfwers. 

Sir  Jim.^  What  wou*d  he  fay,  if  he  had  my  trouble  j  for  I  Gad  I  write 
AJide.y  abundunceof  mine,  and  anfwer  ’em  too  my  (elf;  for  a  Man 
muft  not  be  out-done  in  Billets,  by  any  Brother  Beau:  Hah!  lhave  found 
*em,  they  are  in  my  little  Pocket. 

Sir  Nicb.  See  what  a  Parcel  I  have  received  this  Morning :  It  eoft  me 
Three  Hours  anfwering  of ’em ;  for  you  know  a  Man  mult  write  hand- 
fomely,  and  like  a  Gentleman. 

Sir  Tim.  Thank  Heavcn,  I  have  as  pretty  a  knack  with  my  Pen  as 
another.  *  \  ‘ 

Sir  Nicb.  Hear  this,  -  [Reads/] 

If  you  knew  howl  languifhfor  want  of  your  Converfation,you  woucd  be 
fo  kind  as  to  afford  it  me  this  Afternoon,  at  Three  a  Clock,  when  all  our 
People  will  be  abroad,  and  I  keep  my  Bed  on  purpofe. « - Yours  entirely. 

[  He  /peaks  ]  This  is  from  a  Cou:  tefie. 

Sir  Tim .  And  do  you  go.  Sir  Nicky  ? 

S  r  Nicb .  Dam  me  not  I:  I  fent  an  Excufe,  I  am  not  in  Love  with  any 
Ladies  1  only  defire  they  may  fall  in  LoVe  with  me,  that's  all:  And  ’tis 
haid  for  ‘em  to  (cape  my  Drefs,  and  a  certain  languifhing  way  I  have  of 
Ogling  thus.--— hah! 

Sir  Tim.  Very* well,  the  Devil  take,— Gad  I  muft  learn  that  look. 

Sir  Nicb,  Lock  you  thus; 

Sir  Tim,  Aye,  thus,  thus ;  is  that  pretty  well? 

Sir  Neb .  You  muft  come  to  my  C  hamber,  and  pra&ife  a  Mornings  at 
my  Glaf.  [  'A fide,  j  But  'twill  never  do  well  with  his  Complexion :  he  is 
but  a  very  Olive,  coloured  Beau. 

Sir  LI!  doct,  but  pray  hear  one  of  my  Billets. 

rTis  from  Mrs.  IVint/red. 

Sir  Nicb,  Who  the  fcornful  Lady,  that  defpifes  Fellows,  asfhe  calls  us. 

Sir  Jim,  The  fame,  let  me  perifh.  elfe  ;  fhe  is  defperately  in  Love  wih 
me:  I  thought  indeed  there  was  fomewhat  in  it,ftc  gives  me  fuch  familiar 
iNames,  vrhen  Iaddrefs  to  her. 

Sir  Nicb.  Yes,  Puppy  and  Fool,  and  Impudence,  are  familiar  Names : 

Let  me  die. 

Sii  T m.  Aye  fo  they  are  ;  but  fee  what  fhe  fays. 

Sii  Hub.  No  Man  has  fo  great  a  (hare  in  my  Heart,  as  Sir  Timothy  Kaftril, 
anti  I  ll  give  you  leave  to  improve  it :  (he  ends  weiL  « 


S»  "  ~  ]m. 


c  *5 ; 

Sir  Tim,  Hah !  Is  it  not  very  well  ?  hah  ! 

Sir  Nth .  Poor  Sir  Timothy ,  the  Wirs  will  play  the  Rogues  with  him*  and 
Counterfeit  Letters  from  all  the  Beauties,  and  he  believes  every  thing ;  Lord, 
that  Men  fliou’d  be  (b  conceited.!-  but  fee  here's  a  Billet  from  a  Beauty 
indeed, 

I  was  fo  mijfh  furprizld  at  the  News  of  yonr  going  a  Volunteer,  that  1 
founded ,  and  thought  I fhoy>  d  never  recover  it *  And  if  you  continue  that  Refit* 
lutton ,  you  will  mofi  certainly  break  the  Heart  of  Tour  Admirer . 

SirT/w.  Now  you  mall  fee  one  of  mine. 

Sir  Ntch  Here"/  another. 

Sir  Tim.  Hold,  here’s  a  very  pretty  one. 

Sir  Nich.  Let  me  fee,  here's  one  from  the  fined  Lady  in  the  Town. 

[  Ladies  in  Mafquesy  crejftng  the  Stag*.  2 
Ho  Id,  the  Ladies  come,  fome  by  my  Appointment. 

Sir  Tim.  I  appointed  fome. 

Sir  Nich.  How  does  my  Complexion  look  ?  I  am  afraid  I  have  been 
cheated  of  my  cold  Cream  of  late. 

Sir  Tim.  Exceeding  well,  how  does  mine  ? 

Sir  Nich .  I  believe  you  are  not  well  to  day  :  you  do  not  look  well. 

Sir  Tim.  ?  I  am  not  well  indeed,  but  I  am  fure  I  look  well :  Sir  Nicholas 

[  Afide ,  pis  a  pretty  Gentleman,  but  he  is  lb  conceited,  and  will  allow 
uo  Man  to  look  well  but  himfelf. 

The  Ladies  again  :  [  Ladies  fafs  over  agatn.J 

'Sir  Nich.  They  are  nimble  footed,  and  exped  a  Chafe. 

Sir  Tim.  Let’s  run  ,  and  board  'em. 

Sir  Nich.  I  cannot  run,  it  doe,  fo  diforder  ones  Perewig,  and  Cravat- 
drijpg,  but  I’ll  be  up  with  you.  [Sir  Tim  runs,  and  Sir  Nich .  jhuffies  after  him 
Enter  Coll.  Hackwelf  Jun.  and  Welford,  as  S/rNich.  tfWS/VTim.  are  going  off* 

Hackt  Jun.  Do  you  fee  who  are  yonder  in  purfuit  of  the  Vizors  ? 

My  Volunteer,  and  a  Paeon- fac'd  Beau  with  him.  , 

Welf  I  can  think  of  nothing  but  thy  dear  iweet  incomparable  Sifter: 

Hack.  Jun.  You  do  her  a  great  deal  of  honour,  and  I  can  think  no  Alli¬ 
ance  jo  happy  as  yours,  though  you  are  mine  already  by  a  ftronger  tie,  by 
that  of  Friendfhip. 

Welf  My  Friendfhip  to  you,  nothing  can  increafe  or  leflen :  but  oh  your 
Sifters  Eyes ;  no  Dart  e're  flew  fo  quick,-  or  wounded  yet  fo  fatally  :  I  feel 
'em  here. 

Hack.  Jun.  There  is  no  danger  of  that  Wound,  my  Life  for  yours  I'll 
mould  her  co  your  wifh. 

W elf.  Such  another  word  wou'd  make  me  worfhip  thee ;  I  have  i’afeiy  gaz'd 
and  ftar'd  on  other  Beauties  of  the  Town ;  but  the  firlt  view  of  her,  like 
Lightning,  ftroke  me,  were  1  not  engag'd  in  honour  this  Campaigns,  X 
wou'd  ftay  and  live,  and  dye  beneath  her  Feet 

Hack.  Jun.  I  with  my  Miftrefs  wou'd  deftre  to  get  a  little  higher,  but  Til 
tell  thee,  on  a  Friends  Faith  take  it3  I  am  not  fuch  a  Fop*  to  fey,  tho'  1  fey*^ 

.  ,  that 
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that  (hou*d  not  (  For  I  did  not  make  my  Sifter)  ftie  has  all  the  Wit,  Mo* 
defty,  DHcretion*  good  Nature,  and  fweec  temper'd,  which  a  Woman  can 
be  capable  of,  and  her  beauty  is  the  leaft  Valuable  of  any  quality  (he  has. 

IVelf.  Her  beauty  is  beyond  all  other  Ladies,  you  fee  but  with  a  Brothers 
Eye,  I  with  a  Lovers,  but  thou  defciibeft  an  Angel,  I  know  fhe  might  be  all 
that’s  Excellent. 

Hack.  jm.  Now  Freind  thou’l  pity  me,  who  am  in  Love  even  to  defperatt- 
on :  I  have  told  thee J  have  written  to  her  feveral  times  without  an  Anfwer, 
and  if  I  meet  her  here  or  any  where,  I  can  find  no  Return,  but  cold  Indiffe¬ 
rent  Civility,  Oh  Freind  Hie  has  all  the  Excellencies  that  Heav’n  e’re  gave,  or 
Mortal  cou’d  receive. 

Welf.  My  Dear  Freind,  if  ftie  be  what  thou  defcribeft,  ftie  muft,  fhe 
cannot  but  Love  fo  brave  a  fellow,  now  my  dear  Torn  our  Conditions  as  well 
as  tempers  fuit  to  bind  us  faft  to  one  another. 

Aack.jun.  Which  tye,  no  time.  Misfortunes,  or  Accident  but  Death  can 
break  5  I  wonder  my  fair  one  is  not  here :  Among  ten  Thoufand  I  can  ns’re 
miflake  her,  ftie  kills  at  diftance.  My  Sifter  will  certainly  be  with  her,  they 
are  the  deareft  Freinds  in  the  world,  and  always  together  when  they  can. 

Welf.  Something  methinks  within  me,  foretells  I  mall  be  happy.  . 

fiack.jun.\Doubt  it  not,  thou  art  brave  and  vertuous4  and  dcferv*ft  all 
thou  canit  aim  at. 

Enter  Major  General  Blunt. 

M ',  G ,  Bl.  So,  fo,  go  on,  a  dod  I  love  to  fee  two  Gallant  Fellows  embrac¬ 
ing  Vis  hearty  and  in  earned  5  but  by  the  Lord  Harry ,  a  Coward  cannot  be 
a  Freind. 

Hack,  jun  VVe  need  no  greater  honour,  than  your  good  opinion.* 

M.G.Bl'  Prithee  no  Complements,  but  do  you  know  young  fellow  that 
your  Sifter  is  even  now  turn’d  out  of  doors,  by  thy  moft  Confounded  Mo- 
thei  in’Law,  and  is  fled  to  me  for  Prote&ion,  and  fhe  haschofen  me  for  her 
Guardian- 

Hack,  jun.  Had  I  the  Treafure  of  the  Indies^  I  wou’d  truft  them  all  with 
you,  and  I  will  fay,  fhe  is  a  Treafure. 

M.  G.  Bl.  A  dod  fhe  is  the  faireft  and  beft  of  all  her  Sex,  and  I  will  take 
more  care  of  her  then  of  a  Daughter. 

Welf.  You  are  a  Man  of  honour  Sir,  and  *tis  fit  1 1st  you  know  I  am  moft 
Infinitly  in  love  with  her. 

M.  G .  Bl,  By  my  Troth  I  think  thou  art  in  the  right  on’t,  twill  be  an  Ex-* 
cellent  Match.  I’ll  advance  it  all  I  can. 

Welf  I  dye  for  her. 

M.  G.  Bl,  If  I  were  a  young  fellow,  I  wou’d  not  die  for  her,  but  I  wou’d 
live  for  her,  A  dod  I  woud,  I  tell  thee,  that  I  never  knew  a  Valiant  fellow, 
but  he  was  Amourous  and  Compaffionate ,  nor  a  Coward,  but  he  was  Cruel 
and  Luftful. 

Hack,  jun,  Your  Obfervations  are  always  juft. 

M,  G.  Ml.  But  come  on  young  Springal,  haft  thou  nere  a  Miftrefs,  fpeak, 
A  dod  thou  art  in  love  too,  hah  !  A  dod  thou  art. 

Hack,  jun,  X  am  not  Considerable  enough. 


M*<t.  Bl 


C  «7  ) 

Ad.  G.  Bl  Pi fh  /  pox  thou  talked  like  a  Gentleman  Uftier,  with  White 
Gloves, Pearl  Colour’d  fiik  Stock!ngs,and  a  Nofe-gay;  I  am  not  Confiderable 
enough  \  by  the  Lord  Harry,  thou  knoweft  thy  worth  better. 

Hack.jun.  When  I  have  ought  fit  for  difcovery,  you  {hall  be  Matter 
of  it. 

M.  G.  B/.  Come,  come,  A  dod  thou  mutt  have  a  Miftrefs  ;  and  1  warrant 
if  one  knew  all,  thou  haft  a  pretty  way  of  inditing  a  Billet. 

Hack,  jun.^A fide. ].  Death,  has  he  difcover’d  ought,  this  is  a  nice  point. 

If  1  Prevaricate  with  him,  hell  think  me  a  diffembling  Knave,  and  hate 
me. 

M.G.  Bl.  I  fee  it'-ftartles  him - - —  * - >  A  fide. 

jSlufh  not  my  brave  Stripling  to  be  in  Love,  ’tis  a  Manly  Paflion,and  none 
but  beads,  or  bcaftly  fellows  are  without  it. 

IVelf.  By  Heav’n  fpokenlike  an  Oracle. 

M.'G,  B.  I  warrant  this  Young  Fellow  knows  all;  but  none  of  you  will 
truft  us  Old  Fellows,  with  fuch  iecrets. 

Enter  Terefia,  Winifred,  Sir  Nichlas,  and  Sir  Timothy. 

But  who  are  coming  this  way?  Upon  my  life  two  brace  of  fuch  Fops;  as 
Til  be  your  bond-flave,  if  the  whole  Mall  affords  the  like,  and  a  Daugher  of 
mine  is  one  of ’em.  Let  us  fiep  afide. 

IVelf \  ’Tis  the  feateft  finical  fellow,  I  ever  faw. 

M.G.Bfc  A  dod  he  is  a  thing,  and  not  a  man,  methinks  wt  fhoufd  not  call 
himhe.butit. 

Terefi.  7  Does  your  Cruel  refblution  hold,  to  go  to  the  War ! 
to  Sir  Nick .  \  O  Lord  ;  what  ftiou’d  you  do  there !  Let  me  dye  fo  fine  a  Per- 
fonfhou’d  not  be  ventur’d. 

S^r  Nick.  Do  you  hear  Sir  Timothy——  c  Kicks  Sir  Timothy  on  th 

Honour  Madam,  Honour  muft  be  obey’d  \  Shins ,  he  rubs  'em. 

7 erefi  And  Gentle  Love  be  laid  atide?  You  will  break  many  Ladies 
hearts. 

SirNich.  No,  no,  Madam, I, alas, alas,  I’m  but  an  Ordinary  fellow:  But  I 
cannot  help  it. 

7 erefi  Oh.  Cruel  man.  Can  you  leave  me  ?  c  Sir  Nick  kids  Sir  Tim. 

Sir  Tim .  Ounds  1  he  has  broke  my  Shins.  \  on  the  Shiner. 

Terefi  One  that  loves  you  more  than  life ;  let  me  dye/I  never  faid  fo  much 
before  :  Lord  how  Iblufti! 

Sir  Nick  Me no,  no.  Madam  ;You  Rally,  well  may  I  perifh. 

Win .  Let  me  dye  if  you  talk,  and  walk  with  fellows  thus.  Ill  fayct  I  muft 
leave  you  ;  Oh  Lord  !  what  will  become  of  my  Reputation  ?  What  an  Im¬ 
pertinent  Puppy  you  are ;  I  wou’d  not  be  obferv’d  to  talk  with  fuch  a  fellow: 

Sir  Tim.  HI  wait  onyouin  private fweet  Madam. 

Win.  I’U  have  you  kick’d  out  of  doors  in  publick  then3  ffinkirg  fellow' 
3Tis  fine  indeed,  fuch  a  fellow  as  you  pretend  to  me. 

SirTim.  Ha!  what  have  I  done  ? - —  —  'ofidei 

Did  not  you  receive  an  anfwer  to  your  Billet  Madam  ? 

W in.  Oh  Lord,  what  means  the  Afs. 

D  Sir 
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StfTiw.OhMadam,!  underfund  you ;  I'll  take  no  notice  before  Company  ; 
Let  me  kite  your  fweet  hand;  She  gives  him  a  flap  on  the  Chaps. 

Win .  Begone  you  fawcy  Oafe,  thefe  fellows  grow  Impudent,  if  you  done 
keep  them  under,  bu# come  my  dear,  or  I’ll  leave  you  here,  oh  Lord  I  talk 
\yith  fellows. 

Sir  Tim.  Ah,  ftisa  diffembliug  Toad  ;  I  fee  now  fhe  loves  me. 

Teref.  Adiew  we  muft  fee  you  at  Dinner. 

SerNich.  Aye, Madam  {.afide.']  Ml  drop  this  Billet  r  He  drops  a  Billet  out  cf 

Teres.  What  has  he  dropt  ?-Let  me  fee  -let  me  dye  <  his-Handkercheif \  Te- 

Its  a  Billet  Doiix,  Oh  I  could  tear  her  heart  out  C  refia  takes  it  up. 
that  writ  it. 

W in.  Come,  come. 

What  ugly  awkward  fellows  are*  thefe,  to  my  dear  heart,  my.  fweet  Mr* 
Hop.  Exit  Terefla  and  W inifred. 

Sir  Nicb.  Yotr  have  killed  your  Mftrefs  hands -.by  way  of  a  flap -of  the 
Chaps. 

Sir  Tim.  ’Twas  welcome,  I' know  the  Rogue  Loves  me. 

Sir  Nich,  Oh  dear  Frelnd  thou  miftakefh  Hove  this  Lady  beftofany,  but 
thou  fhouldft  never  let  a  Lady  believe  thou  loveft  her,  but  love  and  admire 
thy  felf;  Damme  that’s  the  only  way  ;  they’il.be  ftark  mad  for  thee  then. 

Sir  Jim ,  HaLll  confider  omt,  ha !  I  admire  my  fell  more  than  any  man. 

Sir  N ich.  Oh,  here  is  my  Guardian  that  was,  and  my  Collonel  that  is  to 
be:  My  noble  Guardian  good  morning,  and  joy  of  your  Birth-day  :  rSirI 
k^fs  your  hands. 

M.  G.  Bl.  Thankeye  my  noble  Pupil ;  you  are  the  Flower  of  Civility  Iell 
{wear.  Mimick s  SirNich.  Speech  and  Motioss. 

SirTim.  Sir,  your  moft  obedient  Servant. 

M.  G.  Bl.  How  doft  thou  do  Knight,  You  and  yourFreind  Dine  with 
me  today. 

Sir  Nicb.  \  The  General  tells  me  I  fhall  have  the  honour  to  Charge  under 
you  :  And  fays  you  will  ihew  me  Play.  .  .  v  'v 

Hach  jun.  The  General  does  me  honour,  but  he  fhall  al  ways  find  I  will 
be  in  Earned. 

Sir  Nich.  This  Sir,  Is  that  noble  Perfoal  fuppofe,  who  is  a.  Brother.  Vo¬ 
lunteer. 

Hack,  j tin.  It  is  .Sir. 

Sir  Nich.  I  have  been  twice  at  your  Lodging  to  kifs  your  hands  and  beg  the 
honour  of  your  Acquaintance.  ^ 

W elf.  You  oblige  me  Sir,  And  I{houfd  be  glad  to  know  where  to  return 
your  Vint.  '  l>  ’  •  . j<\  .  *>-  ‘  . 

Sir  Nicbyl  am  in  St.  James'"  Square^  but  you  muft  know  Sir,  we  Young 
Gentlemen  of  the  Town,  are  fo  taken  up,  either  .with  Ladies  with  us  in  a 
morning,  or  receiving  and  anfwering  Billets  Doux^  that  it  is  Improper  to 
have  Vifirs  from  men  at  that  time  ;  and  in  the  afternoon,  we  are  always  hur¬ 
rying  up,  and  down  to  the  playes.  Park,  iMifick  meeting  and  the  like, 

W elf.  Then  I  can  never  repay  your  favour..  . 

Sir 
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Sir  2v Uch.  Sir^I  am  every  day  before  dinner,  and  a  while  after  dinner,  at 
the  W its  Coffce-houfe,  and  I  fliail  be  glad  to  wait  on  you,  and  either  Dine* 
or  Sup. 

VI  elf.  Where  is  that  Sir  ?  > 

Sir  Nicb.  What  Sir,  never  hear  of  the  W  its  Cofee  houfe  ? 

M.  G.  Bl  How  the  Devil  fliou’d  any  man  know  the  W its  Coffce-houfe . 

A  dod  every  Mm  thinks  himfelf  a  Wit. 

Sir  Nicb.  Why  Sir,  there  is  but  one. 

M ,  G.  Bl.  What  is  that  ?  The  Wit  Office  ? 

Sir  Jim .  Yes  Sir,  we  Judge  of  it,  it  muft  pafs  our  Cenfures. 

Sit  Nicb.  Or  Damnee  ’tis  no  wit,  let  me  tell  you  that. 

M .  G.  Bl.  Are  they  foch  wits  as  you  Two. 

Sir  Jim:  Oh  Sir,  there  are  great  wits  befides  us  Two. 

Sir  Nicb.  And  we  carry  all  the  Town  before  us,  but  I  befeech  you^  Col! 
when  are  we  to  go  for  Flanders. 

Hack,  j an.  As  loon  as  the  weather  breaks^  and  a  fair  wind  prefents. 

My  Regiment  is  Compleat  and  ready,  at  an  hours  warning. 

Sir  Nicb.  Dammee,  what  {hall  I  do  ?  I  mud  make  great  hafte,l  fhall  ntfre 
get  my  points  and  laces  done  up  time  enough. 

M.  G.  Bl.  Ounds!  What  fay'd  young  Fellow, Points  and  Laces  for  Camps? 

Sir  Ntch.  Yes,  Points  and  Laces ;  why  I  carry  two  Laundreffes  on  purpofc: 
Damme,  would  you  have  a  Gentleman  go  undrefs’d  in  a  Camp?  Do  you 
think  I  wou’d  fee  a  Camp,  if  there  we  no  dreffing?  Why,  I  have  two 
Campaigne  Suits,  one  trimmed  with  Flanders- Lace,  and  the  other  with  rich 
Point. 

M.  G.  Bl.  Campaign  Suits  with  Lace  and  Point  •  ha,  ha,  ha,  go  thy  ways* 
A  dod  there  is  not  thy  Fellow. 

Sir  Nicb .  Plhaw  good  Guardian,  you  are  for  your  old  falhion'd  flovenly 
War,  War's  another  thing  now  5  we  muft  live  well  in  a  -Camp,  that’s  our 
bufinefs. 

M.  Gf  BU  Live  well,  A  dod  you  muft  fight  well,  that  was  our  bufinefs. 

Sir  Nch.  Pray  Coll,  can  you  tell  me  where  I  may  have  one  that  under-- 
Hands  the  Blanc  A/anger  well  ?  I  have  a  Cook  thatcs  excellent  at  Roafting, 
Stewing,  Baking,  Boy  ling,  Biskes,  Olio‘s,  Ragoutis  and  Fricafees/ 

M.G.Bl-  Biskes,  OUocs,  Ragoufts,  and  Fricafees,  Blanc  Afanger,  ha, ha, 
ha5  Monflrum  borrendum . 

Sir  Let  him  alone  Sir ;  I  know  you  were  brave,  but  the  Guftomsof 
the  World  alter;  Sir,  I  carry  as  good  a  Confe&ioner  as  any  in  England , 
Ovens,  and  all  Utenfils. 

M.  G*  Bl.  Confe&ioner,  ha,  ha,  ha  :  By  the  Lord  Harry,  thou  art  fit  for 
nothing  but  Sugar  Plums  ftill;  didGtfe  ever  dream  of  Confettioners,  and 
blanc  Afanger* 

Sir  Nick  I  carry  all  Garden  Seeds. 

Hack-  Jun.  For  what  Sir. 

Sir  Nicb .  1  bought 'em  when  I  thought  of  going  to  Sea,  to  have  Sallees 

fro  wing  in  Boxes :  And  now  ’tis  their  bufinefs  to  lye  in  Camps  a  good  while; 
^  will  have  every  day  frefh  Sallets*  D  2  M-G.  Bl. 

I - . 


f  20  ) 

M- G' Eh  Ha,  ha*  ha,  Collonel,  hold  me,  A  dod  I  {hall  drop  down  with 
Laughing,  frefh  Sallets,  Ounds,  how  wilt  thou  get  frefli  Salletsfor  thy  Horfes?^ 
Forrage,  Forrage,  young  Fellow. 

Enter  Sir  Nicholas’*  Foot-wan ,  and  gives  him  a  Billet. 

Welf.  Though  we  have  a  Multitude,  of  luxurious  Fops,  this  Fellow  will 
out-iliine  Twenty  of  fem. 

Ylack.  Jun.  A  Pox  on  him.  I’ll  not  be  troubled  with  him,  Iwill  beg  the 
Favour  of  the  General,  to  pick  him  out  a  Beau  Collonel. 

Sir  Ntch.  Why  look  ye  now  Sir,  herefs  a  Billet  Doux,  I  muft  be  gone  Sir, 
at  my  good  Guardians  we  will  Confult  about  my  Equipage.  [Ex.  Sir  Nich. 

G.  B/.  Well,  Knight,  doftnot  thou  go  to  the  War  ?• 

Sir7h*.  I,  no  I  thank  you,  if  I  do.  Til  give  ’em  leave  to  ram  me  into  a 
Gannon,  and  fnoot  me  out  at  a  Stone  Wall No,  thank  Heavcn*  lam  -  well 
enough  here  with  the  Ladies. 

Hack.]'dt\.  What  would  become  of  your  Country,  if  every  Man  were  of 
your  Opinion  ? 

.  Sir  Tint.  Pugh,  There  are  Magnaminious  Fellows  enough  that  love  Roar- 
mg,  Rattling  Gun-powder,  and  Cannon,  what  a  Devil  need  I  go  ?  I  have  a 
good  Eftate,  and  can  pay  thofe  Fellows. 

M.  G.Bl .  Howlhould  Gentlemen  get  honour  Boy,  Ha! 

Sir  Tim.  Damme,  let  them  look  to  that:  Ihave  a  Title,  andam  a  Kniglitr 
already. 

M.  G.Bl  Look  thee  young  Fellow ;  if  I  were  a  defertlefs  Coxcomb,  fuch. 
as  thou  maill  be,  and  had  fhewn  no  Vertue  in  the  World.  I  had  as  lieve  be/ 
burnt  in  the  Hand,  as  be  Knighted. 

Hacki  jun.  What  makes  you  fuch  an  Enemy  to  this  War?  are  you  ^Jacobite* 

Sir  Jim.  No  Gad,  not  f,  nor  a  Williamite  neither;  4tisallone  tome  who 
Reigns,  if  I  can  keep  my  2000  Pound  a  Year,  and  enjoy  my  felf  with  the 
Ladies Look  you  Gentlemen,  I  dare  do  as  much  as  any  Man  that  wears' 
but  War  does  not  agree  with  me,  I  was  fo  troubled  with  the. 
Dnin'Gough  when  i  was  a  Child  >  Gad, ,  I  never  recovered  it,  and  amLofub- 
>ect  to  catch  Cold  ever  fince ;  and  fo  troubled  with- the  Tootlvach,  I  wou’d 
nor  .or  any  Money  lie  out  of?  my*own,unlefs  it  be  in  a  Ladies  Bed :  Then  I  had 
t4eK.1c.iets  when  1  was  a  Boy,  that  made  me  fomewhat  weakly. 

Haj ck.  Jun.  Weakiy  i  Thatcs  as  bad  for  a  Ladies  Man,  as  a  Soldier. 

^s^or  ^our^  Ihave  enough  for  my  occafions,  but  are  not-: 
i!..ie  idle  Rafcak  and  Scoundrels  enough,  mercenary  Rogues  to  be  had 
out  oi  IayJ§,  Streets,  High-ways,  Dunghills,  that  can  lie  cold, ,  inarch,  and' 
pop  oil  a  Gun,  what  need  fuch  as  I  go:  1  > 

***  ^®gP^ti°n5  and  muft  leave  ye^  [Exit.  Sit  Tim. 

T  ti*  c  Knight  ought  to  be  beaten,  for  talking  thus  of  Soldiers. 

as  relolv  d  to  have  thefe  Puppies  to  laugh  at,  ctis  fome  variety  of  Enter-. 
?^5fTJen[:  H*  !  Tm.  yonders  thy  Father ;  he  has  four  or  five  with  him; 

„  1  *s  ifthey  were  very  full  of  Revelation  ;  not  honeft,  but  Godly  Men, 
^svvel,  till  :wo ,  pray  if  you  fee*  my .  Daughter,  do  you  Squire  her. 

[frv/L  M.G.  Bl. 
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Enter  Eugenia  and  Clara. 

Welf.  Seo  who  comes  here,  and  how  ffie  ftiines  i  and  asfhe  paffes,  guilds  1 
the  Mall. 

Hack.  Jun;  Madam,  your  moft  humble  Servant,  your  Pather  commanded 
me  to  wait  you  in  the  Mall,  and  walk  inftead  of  him* 

Eugen.  I  never  difobey  my  Father. 

Clara .  .Brother,  your  Servant,  my  fweet  Step-Mother  has  routed  me  as; 
well  as  you. 

Hack .  Jun.  I  heard  fo:  This  Ladies  Father  told  me,  Sifter,  this  is  my  * 
Friend,  whom  you  have  heard  me.  foeak  of  To  often,  Mr.  Welf  or  d ,  let  me 
recommend  him  to  you,  pray  ule  him  as  my  Friend, 

Welf  The  humbleft  of  your  Servants,  Madam. 

RacLjun.  t0C Your  Father  efteems  this  Gentleman  very  much. 

Eugenia,  \  • 

Eugen*  My  Father  fpeaks  the  Language  of  the  World*- 

IV elf.  He  honours  me  to  much,  Madam. 

Hack.  Jun.  Will  you  give  us  leave  to  gallant:  you,  and  proted  you  from: 
2teaufs  :  I  truft  that  Gentleman  with  my  Sifter,  and  my  noble  Friend, . 

.  your  Father*  has  commanded  me  to  wait  on  you. 

Eugen.  With  all  my  Heart;  for  a  Sheep  cannot  be  tiiore  afraid  of  a  Wolf/- 
than  I  am  of  the  Conversions  of  thofe  vain  Fops,. 

Clara .  If  one  talk  with  common  Civility  to  one  of  cem,  hecll  (Ivear 
next  turn,  he  has  had  a  Billet  from  her;  befides  their  Difcourfeis  moft  up.j 
on  the  worft  of  Subjects  themfelves. 

Eugen .  They  are  always  admiring  themfelves,  than  which,  nothixg  can- 
be  more  Naufeousi 

Hack.  Jun,  True  /Wadanij  when-ever  any  one  is  found  out  to  admire  him- 
felf,  the  reft  of  the  World  will  contemn  him: 

Welf, \  And  yet  ‘tis  a  prudent  Contrivance  of  Nature,  to  make  Man  overt 
value  himfelf,  . 

Clata ;  The  greateft  para  of  the  World,  which  are  defertlefc  Fops,  would 
live  very  miferably  elfe.  ^  . 

Welf.  That  Tetter , 'Madam,  fpreads  very  far,  and  I  fhall  ftiow  you  that  L 
have  a  great  ftiare  of  it,  when  I  have  the  Confidence  to  tell  you  I  love  you 
Madam  ;  love  you  infinitely  beyond  what  all  Mankind  call  dear  and  preci  ¬ 
ous  :  The  wound  you  gave:  was  hidden,  but  ’tis  deadly  i  Here  flicks  the  fatal 
dart. 

Eugen.  Nay,  If  they  be  at  Love. matters, .  ’tis  uncivil  to  be  within  hearing,' 
let’s  witti- draw  fome  paces.  .  * ' 

Clara.  This  Sir,  Is  fuch. a Tuddain  guft>  it  is  enough  to  over-fet  my-,  little4 
Bark*  * 

Welf.  ’Tis  never  to  be  laid,  I  know  your  Character,  and  I  fee  your  per-  ' 
fon  j  And  ’tis  impoffible  not  to  love  ’till  I  am  blind*  or  have  no  memory. 

Clara..  You  furprife  me  fo,  I  know  not  what  to  anfwer. 

Welf.  You  fiirpriz’d  me  fo,  that  you  have  abfolute  poflefBon  of  mv  heart, 
where  the  impreffion  new  can  be'defee’d, 

Clara , 


C  22  ) 

Clara.  I  have  too  fmall  an  opinion  of  my  own  deferts,  to  be  ewdie  of  be¬ 
lief  >  I  know  not  well  how  I  fhould  take  this  difcourfe  at  the  firft  meeting  ; 
methinks  it  looksdike  Battle  more  than  Courtfhip. 

We  If.  Alas,  howTmall  a  portion  of  Life  is  allotted  mpoor  love,  yet  moft 
of  that  is  flung  away  in  Ceremony. 

Clara.  I  am  not  prepaid  for  this  kind  of  Convention  ;  but  you  are  my 
Brother’s  Friend,  and  I  can  bear. 

Eugen.  I  have  done  well  to  with- draw  from  the  danger  of  hearing  Love 
there,  and  brought  it  upon  my  felf  here. 

Hack  jm.  Your  Father  is  generous  and  compaffionate ;  and  lure  with 
that  great  flock  of  your  own,  you  muft  inherit  all  his  Vertues. 

Eugen.  Cou’d  you  think  that  your  Bills  were  to  be  anlwered  at  fight,  like 

Bills  of  Exchange ;  - What  a  damp  is  this  talk  of  Love  to  Converfation  ?  it 

puts  a  flop  to  all  common  Sence  prefently. 

Hack.jun.  It  is  the  end  of  all  common  Sence;  and  all  that  art  and  in- 
duflry,  hazard  and  toyl  can  aim  at  is  Love  and  Beauty  5  but  alas,  ‘tis  Impu¬ 
dence  in  me  to  offer  Love  to  you,  Lam  difown’d,  an  out-caft,  with  toother 
.Fortune  but  this  Sword. 

Eugen .  I  hope  you  meafure  not  my  Thoughts  fo  meanly,  to  think  that  con- 
fideration  can  weigh  with  me > your  merits  are  equal  to  any  man's?  But  I  have 
no  will,  my  Father  has  it  in  his  keeping. 

Hack.  jun.  Divinefl  Creature !  Shall  I  have  your  leave  to  make  my  addrefs 

if  I  can  procure  his? 

Eugen.  I  have  Laid  too  much  already?  com  zClara^  let’s  walk,  let's  not  be 
private  in  a  publick  place. 

Clara,  afide .  I  had  peace  of  mind  before ;  why  fhould  I  fee  this  man  ?  - 

Eugen .  Unequal  cuftom,  that  fhou'd  thus  impofe  upon  our  Sex5  the  worft 
of  tasks,  Diffembling. 

Clara .  Pray  let  us  walk ;  my  tender  Mother-in-Law,  is  juft  at  the  back 
of  us.  [Ex.  Hack.  ju.  Welf.  Eugen.  and  Clara. 

Enter  Mrs.  Hackwel,  Nickum  aWLettice. 

Mrs.  Hack.  fTis  moft  delicate  Weather ;  the  Sun  fhines  as  it  were  Eafer- 
Day. 

Nick.  It  does  fo  ;  but  ctis  very  cold  ;  Gad  I  long  for  feme  cxercife  *,  I  hate 
a  damn'd  Beau ;  I  han't  kickt  a  Beau  this  Week. 

Let.  He  hates  'em  for  having  clean  Linnen,  which  he  was  never  usfd  to,  till 
my  Lady  furnifliM  him,  the  more  fhame  for  her. 

Mrs.  Hack.  Irll  {wear  if  you  talk  fo  magnanimoufly,  youcll  fright  me 
ftrangely  ;  I  {hall  fall  into  a  fit  for  you, 

Nick.  I  befeech  you  Madam,  let  me  but  kick  one  Beau  and  i'll  be  fatis- 
ficd. 

Let.  Would  I  could  fee  it. 

Mrs.  Hack.  Lord,  you  are  fo  exorbitantly  ^aliant,  reftrain  your  Courage  I 
befeech  you :  befides,  this  is  within  the  verge  of  the  Court,  and  if  you  kick 
here,  you'll  lofe  your  foot,  lean  allure  you. 
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pitch  Nay  fjail,  that  I  wovld  not  neither ;  for  I  have  often  occafion  for 
my  Feet  to  kick  Fellows. 

Let.  afide.  I  believe  you  have  oftner  occafion  to  run  away  with  thenv 

Nick.  Faith  I  kickc  a^night,  laft  night,  up  and  down  like  a  Foot-ball  5  nay, 

I  have  kickt  a  Lord  in  my ‘time. 

Mrs.  Hack.  Dear  Coufin,  you  are  the  mo(i  fiery  Perfon  ;  I  ftiall  be  in  a  per¬ 
petual  fright  for  you. 

NicLOds  my  life,  yonder's  that  Scoundrel  WelforA,\zimt  but  go  and  whif- 
per  him,  and  take  him  out  of  the  Park,  and  in  the  twinkling  of  an  Eye,  i'll  . 
whip  him  through  the  Lungs,  and  kifs  your  hands  again. 

Mrs .  Hack.  Ye  {hall  not  ftir,  i'll  hang  upon  you. 

Let .  You  may  let  him  go,  I  warrant  him,  he'll  not  ftir  for  that. 

Mrs .  Hack.  Go,  I  won't  love  you  now. 

Let .  Muft  the  poor  Collonel,  and  his  fweet  Sifter,  the  beft  Creatures  that 
e’er  were  born,  be  turn'd  out  of  the  Houfe  for  this  Rafcal,  that's  the  main  * 
reafon  5  but  i'll  bring  it  home  upon  the  infamous  Couple  one  day. 

Enter  M.G. Blunt,  Cell. Hack  well,  fen,  and  after  three  or  few  Fellows  in  craft 

Hair  and  Bands . 

M.  G .  Bl.  Come  my  honeft  Round-head,!  had  rather  meet  thee  here  than 
at  Mar(lon*Moore .  , 

Hack  fen.  In  that  great  Day,  we  did  not  do  the  work  negligently,  verily, 
we  ftood  to  the  Faith. 

M.  G.  Bl.  A  dod  you  drub'd  us  to  purpofe ;  but  make  hafte  and  follow  me  £ 
*twill  be  Dinner-Time  :  Madam,  your  Servant,  you'll  come? 

Mrs .  Hack .  Yes  Sir,  and  bring  my  Kinfman. 

M.G.Bl.  He  ftiall  be  Wellcome ;  the  Collonels  Son  and  Daughter,  with 
whom  I. hear  ycare  both  fall'n  out,  will  be  there  j  but  pray  for  my  fake  let 
it  be  mirth  and  jollity  this  day. 

Mrs .  Hack.  Lord  Sir,  I  have  the  lead  ill  humour  in  the  World;  but  if  I 
fliou’d  be  diseas’d,  I  have  too  much  breeding  to  trouble  the  Company  i 
with  it.  [Ex  M.  G.  BL 

Hack.  fin.  No  Lamb,  Til  fay  that  for  thee*,  thou  art  a  dear  Lamb. 

Nick.  Well  faid,  my  pious  Cuckold. 

Hack.  fen.  Well,  have  ye  been  enquiring?  What  Patents  are  they  folliciring  ; 
for,  and  what  Stocks  to  difpofe  of. 

i  JMer.  Why  in  Truth  there  is  one  thing  liketh  me  well,it  will  go  all  over 
England. 

Mrs.  Hack .  What's  thatp  I  am  refolv'd  to  be  in  it  Husband. 

1.  Jobber .  Why  it  is  a  Moufe-Trap,  that  will  invite- all  Mice  in,  nay  Rats 
too,  whether  they  will  or  no;  a  whole  ihare,  before  the  Patent,  is  fifteen 
Pound;  after  the  Patent,  they  will  not  cake  fixty :  there  is  no  Family  in  Eng¬ 
land  will  be  without  lem. 

2.  Jobber,  I- take  it  to  be  a  great  Undertaking:  but  there  is  a  Patent  like; 
wife  on  foot  for  one  walking  under  Water,  a  (hare  twenty  Tamd, 
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Mrs.  Hack.  That  woufd  have  been  of  great  ufe  to  carry  Meflages  under 

the  Ice  this  laft  Frod,  before  it  would  bear. 

Hath  fen.  Look  thee  Lamb.,  between  us.,  Its  no  matter  whether  it  turns  to 
trie  or  not ;  the  main  end.,  verily,  is  to  turn  the  Penfiy  in  the  way  of  Stock- 
Jobbing,  that’s  all. 

1.  Jobber*  There  is  likewife  one  who  will  undertake  to  kill  all  Fleas,  in  all 
the  Families  in  England ,  provided  he  hath  a  Patent,  and  that  none  may  kill 
a,  Flea  but  himfelf. 

2.  Jobber .  There  is  likewife  a  Patent  moved  for;  of  bringing  fome  Cbinefe 
Rope-Dancers  over,  the  mod  'exquifite  in  the  World ;  confiderable  men  have 
fliaresin  it:  but  verily  I  quei'Kon  whether  this  be  lawful  or  not? 

Hack .  fen .  Look  thee  Brother,  if  it  be  to  a  good  end,and  that  we  our  felves 
have  no  ihare  in  the  vanity  or  wicked  diverfion  thereof,  by  beholding  of  it, 
but  only  ufe  it  whereby  we  may  turn  the  Penny,  and  employ  it  for  Edifi¬ 
cation  ,  alway  confidered  that  it  is  like  to  take,  and  the  faid  Shares  will 
fell  well  i  and  then  we  fhali  not  care,  whether  the  aforefaid  Dancers  come 
over  or  no. 

t  Jobber.  There  is  another  Patent  in  Agitation  for  Flying ;  a  great  Yer- 
tuolb  undertakes  to  out- fly  any  Poft-Horfe  five  Mile  an  houri  very  good  for 
Expreffes  and  Intelligence. 

Nick,  May  one  have  a  Ihare  in  him  too. 

2.  Jobber .  Thou  may  ft* 

Nick.  Thefe  Stock-Jobbing  Rogues,  are  worfe  than  us  Sharpers  with  Bars 
and  falfe  Boxes. 

Hack.  fen.  Look  ye  Brethren,  hye  ye  into  the  City,  and  learn  what  ye 
can ;  we  are  to  have  a  Confultation  at  my  Houfe  at  "Four,  to  fettle  Matters 
as  to  lowing  and  heighthening  of  Shares :  Lamb  let's  away,  we  fhali  be  too 
late.  [Ex.  Jobbers. 

Mrs.  Hack.  Do  you  difpatch  your  peremptory  Daughter  out  of  the  Hou% 
for  I  have  vow’d  not  to  fleep  under  a  Roof  with  her. 

Hack.  fen.  Well  Lamb,  it  fhali  be  as  thou  wilt  have  it : 

An  Old  Man  to  his  Spoufe  mu  ft  quit  the  Field , 

And  aftir  threefcore  Tears }  ctis  time  to  yield : 

A  man  may  ftrive  in  vain ,  and  keep  a  pother , 
tf  one  way  be  can't  pleafe,  he  muft  another. 

Finis  si  Bus  Stcnndm. 


■ 


ACT. 


<55  ) 


ACT  in.  jS  CENEI.MGJ.  Houfe. 


Call.  Hackwell,  jnn.  Welford,  Sir  Nich.  Dainty,  Sir  Timothy  Kaftril, 

Terefia,  Winifred,  Eugenia,  Clara,  M.  G.  Blunt,  with  three  or  font 

Cavalier  Officer  s^Col.  Hack  well  Jew.  Mr/.  Hackwdl  and  Nickum,^- 

• 

M.G.  Bl  A  T  Night  we  are  to  have  a  Ball  y  and  we  our  felf  will  dance 
JLA  if  Faith  :  And  Ladies,  in  the  mean  time,  to  help  out  your  de- 
fert,  you  fhall  have  a  little  Entertainment  of  Mufick,  when  the  Minftrelshave 

Dincd. 

Caval.  And  then  a  Bottle,  Sir. 

M.  G.  B /.  Bq  it  lb;  I  hate  to  meet  at  a  Dinner  like  fo  many  Hogs  at  a 
Trough,  to  grumble,  grunt,  and  fill  our  Bellies,  and  then  every  one  a  leveral 
way. 

Teref.  Oh  Lord  Sir,  flianft  we  have  a  little-chit  chat,  and  the  Tea-Table? 

tV ini.  Oh  Lord,  we  are  nothing  without  the  Tea-Table,  let  me  dieelfe. 

AftG.  B/.  cTis  ready  for  the  Women  and  Men  that  live  like  Women;  a.dod 
your  fine  bred  Men  of  England,  as  they  call  'em,  are  all  turncd  Women  y  bur. 
by  my  Troth,  HI  not  turn  my  back  to  the  Pipe  and  Bottle  after  Dinner. 

Caval.  There  fpoke  an  Angel. 

M.  G:  BU  Fear  not  my  old  Cavaliers,  according  to  your  laudable  cuftoms 
you  fhall  be  drunk,  fwagger  and  fight  over  all  your  Battles,  from  Edge-hill  to 
Brentford ;  you  have  not  forgotten  how  this  Gentleman,  and  his  demure 
Pfalm-finging  Fellows  ufed  to  drub  us  ? 

i  Caval .  No  gad,  I  felt  'em  once  to  purpofe. 

M.  G.  Bl.  Ah  a  dod,  in  high  crown'd  Hats,  coher'd  Bands,  great  loofe 
Coats,  long  Tucks  under  'em,  and  Calves* Leather  Boots,  they  us'd  to  fing  a 
Pfalm,  fall  on,  and  beat  us  to  the  Devil. 

Hack.  fen.  In  that  day  we  flood  up  to  the  Caufe,  and  the  Caufe,  the  Spi¬ 
ritual  Caufe  did  not  fuffer  under  our  Carnal  Weapons,  but  the  Enemy  was 
difcomfited,  and  lo,  they  ufed  to  flee  before  us. 

i  Caval.  Who  woufd  think  fuch  a  fniveling,  Pfalm-finging  Puppy,  would 
fightcBut  thofe  godly  Fellows  wou'd  lay  about 'em, asif  the  Devil  were  in  'em; 

Sir  Nich.  What  a  filthy  flovenly  Army  was  this,  I  warrant  you  not  a  well 
drefeM  Man  amongil  the  Ronnd-heads.r 

M .  G.  B l.  But  thefe  plain  Fellows  would  fo  thralk  your,  fwearing,  drinking 
fine  Fellows  in  lac'd  Coats,  jutl  fuch  as  you  of  the  drawing  Room  and  Loc¬ 
kets  Fellows  are  now,  and  fo  flrip  'em,  by  the  Lord  Harry ,  that  after  a  Battle 
thofe  Saints  look'd  like  the  Ifraelites  laden  with  the  Egyptian  Baggage. 

Hack.  fen.  Verily  we  did  take  the  Spoil  y  and  it  ferv'd  us  to  turn  the  Pen¬ 
ny,  and  advanc’d  the  Caufe  thereby :  we  fought  upon  a  Principle  that  car¬ 
ried  us  through. 

II  G.  Bl. 
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M.  G.  Bl.  Prithee  Collonel,  we  know  thy  Principle,  ftwas  not  right,  thou 
fought'ft  againft  Childrens  Baptifm,  and  not  for  Liberty,  but  who  fhould  be 
your  Tyrant ;  none  (b  zealous  for  Cromivd  as  thou  wert  then,  nor  fiich  a  fu¬ 
rious  Agitator  and  Tell -man,  as  thou  haft  been  lately.' . 

Hack  Sen.  Look  you  Collonel,  we  but  proceed-C  SirT'm.  pruts  and  cocks  * 
ed  in  the  way  of  Liberty  of  Worfhip.  sfetti*g  his  Per  twig  andCra- 

M.  G.  Bl.  Adod  there  is  fomething  more  in  it.  I'vat-jiringyidmmni  himfelf 
This  was  thy  Principle  Coilonel,  Dominions  is  founded  in  Grace,  and  the 
Righteous  fhali  inherit  the  Earth ;  ant}  By  the  Lord  Harry  thou  didft  fo  ;  thou 
gotteft  Three  Thoufand  Pound  a  Year  by  fighting  againft  the  Court,  and  X 
loft  a  Thoufand  by  fighting  for  it. 

Hack  Sen.  Coll.  I  befeech  you  be  not  prophane,  fwear  not. 

M.  GiBL  Hold.  I  hear  our  Fiddiesfound  a  Parley,  let  this  Battle  be  over 
between  us: 

1  Caval. 'Damn  thefe  fneaking  Rogues,  why  did  not  we  clap  Bags  of 
Gun-powder  to  their  Arfes,  and  blow 'em  into  the  Sky: 

2  Caval.  Becaufe  we  were  to  beat  ’em  firft. 

Sir  Tim.  Pox  onlt.  this  way  will  never  do;  I  have  been  admiring  my  felf 
this  half  hour,  and  no  Body  takes  notice  of  me ;  let  me  fee,  ICU  drop  fome 
Billlets :  Hah !  Damme,  no  Body  minds  cem  ;  I  am  a  [ 'Drops  i  or  3  Billets . 
moft  unfortunate  Beau. 

Eugen.  See  that  vain  Puppy  dropping  his  Bi![ets,  take  no  notice. 

Clara .  Nottofave  his  Life. 

Terefia  to?  Thy  Hearts  as  hard  as  Rocks  of  Adamant :  how  canft  thou 
Sir  Nick .  >  flye  to  Gamps,  and  leave  thy  mourning  Miftrels  here  to  languifti, 
and  to  die  for  you. 

Sir  Nick.  Oh  Madam,  rally  me  no  more ;  I  know  my  own  Deferts  and 
yours,  there  are  fome  Hearts  indeed  will  languifti  for  me ;  but  honour  calls, 
and  1  muft  go. 

Sir  7 im.  What  a  Pox,  not  yet,  not  take  up  one  of 'em. 

Ah  /  fome  Body  has  dropt  a  Note;  a  Billet  there. 

Sir  Nick  Ah!  *Tis  410  matter,  ctis  none  of  mine.  *[  He  pulls  out  a  great  ma\ 

Teref*  Oh  Lord !  you'll  break  my  Heart,  I’ll  fwear  i  ny}  and  tells  'em. 

How  came  you  by  fo  many  Billets  ? 

Sir  Nick  Alas !  What  wou’d  you  have  one  do  ?  If  Ladies  will  write  to  one, 
how  can  one  help  it  ? 

Hackjun.  Madam,  ctis  eafier  to  fix  Qmck -Silver,  than  you ; 

Y011  will  not  be  in  earneft. 

Eugen.  Is  there  not  more  pleafure  in  feeing  them  play  the  Fool,  than  fcej 
ing  in  earneft  our  felves. 

Cla. Which  perhaps  maybe  asfoolifh  in  the  end,  as  any  thing  they  can  do. 
^  W elf.  I  dome  know  what  you  are  Madam,  but  no  Man  can  look  on  thefe 
Eyes,  and  not  be  in  earneft. 

Sir  'Tim.  Gods  me,  they  are  my  own;  I  would  not  for  Five  Thoufand  Pound 
they  had  been  feen,  Ladies' of  Quality  all  -  [7a  Welfoid. 

To  of 'em  from  two  Ladies  in  thisCompamr. . 

VAlf.  Which  two? 

Sir  Tim .  I  have  Billets  from  all  of  ’em,  they  are  all  in  love  with  me  : 

Bar  thefe  two  are  from  that  pretty  Lady,  and  that  beautiful  Ingenious,  well 
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VV*lf.  Look  ye  Sir,  I  wou’J  not  difturb  this  Company,  but  I  will  fee* 
whether  you  have  Ears  or  no*  and  be- well  fatisfftl  in  it. 

Sir  Tim .  Ears  Sir,  as  good  Ears  as  any  Man  in  England ,  and  that  you  {hall 
find,  when  the  Mufick  Brikes  up. 

IVelf  But!  muft  find,,  whether  they  will  endure  lugging  or  no. . 

Sir  Tim .  What  the  Devil  do  you  mean  ?  Lugging  Sir,  I  am  as  found  as 
any  Man  in  England ,  if  that  be  the  point. 

Welf-  I  will  try  Sir,  not  a  word  to  the  Company,  left  I  lug  cem  off : 
This  for  your  Lying  Sirrah. 

Sir  Tim.  Upon  my  Honour  Sir. 

IPelf.  Peace  Rafcal,  or  I  fhall  cut  your  Throat. 

Sir  Tim .  Damme,  this  is  a  ftrange  uncivil  Fellow  as  ever  I  met  withal. 

What  a  Devil,  has  he  no  Breeding  ? 

M.  G.  Bl .  Come,  come,  enter  Mufick.  (  Enter  Mufick ,  they  play  and  /mg. 
Sir  Nich .  Ah,  that’s  fine,  that’s  Chromatick,  I  love  Chromatick  Mufick 
mightily. 

Sir  Tim .  Ah  that  Fuge !  That  Fuge’s  finely  taken. 

-Sir  Nich.  And  bacely  carried  on.  r 

Sir  Tim .  All  Italian  Sir,  all  Italian . 

Nickumto  L  I  hate  thofe  two  damn’d  Fellows,  Iftiall  never  be  at  reft, 
Mrs.  Sack,  j  till  I  kick  a  Beau. 

Mrs.  Hack,  You  put  me  in  fuch  fear,  you  bring  my  Heart  to  my  Mouth; 
Sir  Nich.  What  did  that  Fellow  fay,  he  wou’d  kick  a  Beau  ;  I  am  a  Beau: 
And  though  unworthy,  I  fhall  take  the  Quarrel  upon  me  in  behalf  of  my 
Brother  Beau’s :  And  if  you  pleafe  to  withdraw,  and  make  ufe  of  a  Friend* 
V  11  bring  one  with  me  fhall  be  witnefs  of  your  kicking,  if  you  pleafe  to  Put 
your  Foot  to  that  trouble. 

Nickum ,  I  fhall  take  a  time  to  fend  to  you. 

Sir  Nich.  Let  it  be  fuddenly,  or  I  fhall  be  impatient. 

M.G.BL  Come,  now  the  Mufick’s  over ;  my  old  Soldiers,  Band  to  your  Arms, 
your  Pipes  and  Bottles,  fbew’em  to  my  Military  Room;  You: fcollonel,  and 
your  Friend  here,  to  a  fober  Pipe  by  your  felves,  your  Lady  With  the  Wo¬ 
men  to  their  Tea  and  Cards,  or  what  they  will. 

Hack.  Sen.  No  Collonel,  My  Lamb  takes  a  digefiive  Pipe  after  Dinner  with 
me,  everyday. 

Mrs.  Hack .  Good  lack  Mr.  Hack-well,  why  will  you  fay  fb  ? 

Enter  a  Fellew ,  with  Patterns  of  Fringes  and  Embroidery J 
Sir  Nich.  Ah  Ladies!  Ibefeech  you  before  you  retire,  let  me  have  all  your 
Judgments  upon  feme  Fringe  and  Embroidery,  which  Pm  to  ufe  about  ray 
Tent. 

M.  G.hl-  Nay,  faith  Collonel,  now  Bay  a  little,  let  u*  hear  this  Scene; 
what  is  this  about  your  Tent  ? 

Sir  Nick  This  Fringe  and  Embroidery  is  for  my  Velvet  Bed,  and  Coun¬ 
terpane  in  my  Tent. 

T  ef.  Let  me  dye,  I  never  faw  any  thing  fb  fine. 

Wmf.  Tis  exceeding  Noble. 

Hack.  Sen.  fTis  moft  amazing. 

Sir  Nich.  The  Hanging  of  my  Tent  is  all  Atlalies.  the  outfide  is  Damask. 

_ _  T-‘  -  - 
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Hack  Sen.  Mhft  aftoniftrng !  What  keepeth  out  the  Water  ? 

Sir  Nick  Oh!  It  is  prepared  by  the  Dippers,  and  they  turn  ic  into  Drab* 
deberry. 

M.G.Bl.  HaVe  you  not  a  Note  of  what  you  carry,  into  the  Campaign  ; 

*  pray  let  us  fee.' 

Sir  Neb.  I  have  one,— -Come  let  us  fee. 

Eight  Waggons ;  one  for  my  two  Butlers,  my  Service  of  Plate  and  Table* 

Linnen ;  one  for  my  two  Cooks  and  Kitchin  ;  one  for  my  Confe&ioner*  one 
for  my  Laundrelles  and  Dairy  xMaidr,  with  all  their  Utenfils. 

Hack  Son.  Confedioncrs  and  Dairy*  l\4*ids!  for  what  ufo,  I  befeeeh 
you.  Sir  ?  ] 

Sir  Nick  For  Cream?,  fre fn .But ter>  and  Defert :  I  fuppofe  we  fhall  not 
want  black  Cattle,  Coliond,  one  for  my  Wardrobe*  great  and  fmall,  Valet 
de  Ghambres,  and  Uphojfterers. 

Hack  Sen.  How  Sir,  A  Waggon  load  of  Cloaths !  We  in  our  Army  us’d 

to  fight  wiflh  one  Suit  apiece. 

Sir  Nick  Your  Army  Sir: — I  have  12  rich  Campaign  Suits,  fix  Dancing 
•  Suits,  and  1 2  pair  of  Dancing  Shooes. 

M,  G.  Bl.  V  Vhat  (aicft  thou  to  this  Coliond. 

Hack  Sen.  Moll  intolerable,  this  worketh  in  me  great  Amazement. 

Sir  Nick  May  be  you  wonder  at  this/  but  when-ever  we  take Town  I‘ 
am  refolved  to  invite  the  Ladies  to  a  Balk 

The  reft  of  the  Waggons  are  for  all  forts  of  Wines  and  Drinks ;  I  carry 
Fifty  Horfe,  and  27  Carters,  Mowers,  Reapers,  Grooms,  and  two  Gardiners. 

Hack.  Sen.1  In  truth  this  favoureth  much  of  Bedlam  ;  behold  I  am  filled, 
with  Wonder. 

Teref  The  fineft  Gentleman  fure  that  e're  the  Sun  fnimd  upon. 

Wmi.  The  Gentleman  indeed  feems  to  be  very  much  a  Gentleman. 

Em  gen.  And  is  this  very  choice  Coxcomb  to  be  your  Volunteer  ? 

Hack. Jun.  The  General  has  ordered  him  upon  me,  burl  hope  to  get  rid. 
of  the  Burden.  r:  1 

Clar a.  Sure,  the  whole  Army  will  not  afford  fo  compleataFop ; 

Wclf.  Nor  fo  contemptible  a  one;  as  a  little  time  will  fhew  him.- 

Sir  Nick  I  fti all  have  the  Honour  to  ferve  under  your  Son,  Sir,  but  my 
Gollonel,  there’s  one  thing  we  fhall  bemilerably  put  to  for,  have  you  no 
way  to  come  at  it. 

Hack  jun.  What’s  that  Sir? 

Sir  Nicb.  cTis  Ice ;  there  will  be  no  Drinking  without  Ice. 

Hack  Sen.  Moft  Prodigious,  and  incredible. 

Hack.  Jun.  There  are  Ice  Houles  in  France. 

4  Sir  Neb.  Then  Iamrefolvcd,  one  of  the  firft  Adions  lihew  my  Valour  in 
fhall  be  in  ftomiingof  an  Ice  Houle. 

M.  G •,  Bl.  A  dod>go  thy  wiys  Boy  ;  If  any  Guardian  in  England  fhews  fuch 
an  Excellent,  fuchafinilhed  Fop,  for  his  word  as  I  have  of  thee  *  Til  be 
Crucified. 

‘S'ir  Nek  Ah  noble  Guardian  /  I  know  your  humour,  you're  for  your  old 
fafhion'd  B  e  A  ng:  but  you'll  never  perfwade  the  Ladies  to  be  of  your  Qpi- 
nici) :  Ladies,  how  did  you  like  my  Fringes  and  Embroidery. 
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Teref  Let  me  die,  they’re  the  fweeteft  things  that  e’re  I  law. 

M.G.  Bl.  Adod,  thefe  two  Fops  like  Tallies,  meet  in  every  point. 

Sir  Nicb.l  Will  ycur  Ladyfhip  pleafeto  take  any  Snuff. 

to  Terefia.J  ’Tis  Right  pong}  bongy.  - [Gives  her  fnuff  with  a  Billet. 

Ter/e.  With  all  my  heart  ,  bhLord!  What’s  here?  a  Billet. 

[  Reads  ]  lfyou’1  let  me  have  the  favour  of  your  Converfation  this  Afternoon, 

our  People  will  be  abroad  :  And  Pll  keep  my  Bed  on  purpofe - Mercy  oil 

me,  What  do  I  fee  ?  .  [drops  the  billet  and  faints  away. 

Sir  Nick  Ah,  Look  to  the  Lady. 

M.  G.Bl.  What  a  pox,  has  he  poyfon’d  my  Daughter.  [He  takes  up  the  Billet. 

Sir  Nsch .  True  pongy  bongy  upon  my  Honour* 

Mrs.  Hack. CarJy  her  in,Carry  her  in  fhe’s  falling  into  a  Fit.  C  The  Ladies  are 

Sir  Nsch.  Do  you  lee  Sir  Timothy  ?  [kicks  him  on  the  (hins.<  about  h,er  and 

Sir  Tim .  Ay,  and  feel  too,  but  a  pox  on  t,  they  take  no  no-  c  carry  her  off'. 
tice  of  me,  and  I  am  good  a  Beaus  and  as  much  a  Gentleman. 

M.G.  Bl.  This  is  a  Billet  written  by  this  Coxchmb  himfelf;  a  dodl  muff 
!ook*o  this  Bufinefe  ,  ’twill  goto  far  el(e,  go  young  fellows,  retire  with  the 
Women,  this  fit  will  be  over  prefently  ;  0/7.  a  word  with  you  5  and  Tom ,  do 
thou  lhy.  [Exeunt  all  but  M.  G.  Blunt,.  Hack.  fen.  and  Hack.  jun. 

M.G.  Bl.  I  mud  have  a  word  or  two  with  thee,  about  that  ypung  fellow, 
thy  Son:  He’s  a  gallant  fellow,  and  the  World  fpeaks  well  of  him,  and  you 
can  have  nothing  to  obje<5t  againft  him. 

Hack.  jun.  A  Son  that  would  give  all  the  world  to  have  your  favour.  Sir. 

Hack.  Jen.  Lookee,  Col.  I  may  have  no  Communication  of  this  kind  with 
you.  And  for  thee, thou  haft  liv’d  in  continual  Rebellion  with  me;  Thoudidft 
run  away  from  me  at  Nine  years  old,  to  be  Chriften’dyas  thou  dalfft  it. 

M.G.  Bl.  By  the  Lord  Harry ,  that  was  fomething  hard  $  but  it  was  but  a 
trick  of  youth. 

Hack,  fen .  Befides,  thou  haft  leperated  from  the  Congregation  ever  fince. 

M.G.Bl.  And  what  ?  Art  thou  for  Perfecution?  Dolt  thou  make  Heaven 
fo  mrrow^ffearted  to  own  a  Party  only  ?  To  hurt  a  ipan  for  not  being  of 
my  Opinion,  is  of  the  Devil  •  Why  art  not  angry  with  me  for  having  black 
Eye  brows?  Why,  thy  Wife  is  not  of  thy  Congregation  Neither. 

Hack.  fen.  That  was  an  Agreement  before  Marriage  j  And  fhe  number’d 
down  the  Pounds  that  purchas’d  that  liberty.  ^ 

M.G.Bl.  The  Righteous  wiil  do  anything  for  money. 

Hack.  fen.  Befides,  he  has  offended  my  Lamb;  And  l have  engaged  un¬ 
to  her.  [Mrs.  .Hack well  peeps  in  with  a  Pipe  in  her  rmuth. 

Mn.  Hack.  God  foigive  me  Mr.  HackiveUl 
Art  thou  talking  vvith  thatinfolent  Fellow  thy  Son  ? 

MG.Bl.  A  Dad,  Madam,  no  man  dares  fay  that:  lie  is  a  Fellow  of  Ho¬ 
nour. 

Nlvs.Hack.  He  Honour  !  Come  come,  Mr.  Hqckivch  :  Why  do  you  liflen 
to  Inch  diicourfes  ? 

Hack.  fen.  I  come  Lamb,  I  come,  [Exeunt  Hack.  fen.  and  Mrs*.  Hack. 

M.G.Bl.  Go  thy  ways,  thou  wert  a  pretty  Fellow,  to  Rebel  all  thy  life¬ 
time  againft  Princes  :  And  trail  a  Pike  under  av  Smock-Rampant  at  Lift. 

Heck.  jun.  Did  ypvr&tcr  know  a  Godly-mail  convinc’d'  by  Argument  ? 

Imercft. 
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Let  me  fee,  hah  !  Canft  not  thou  think  of  fome  good  Match,  that  vtfe  may 
laydown  a  Summ  of  Money  and  purchafe  a  Settlement:  Hah,  Tom .  think 
a  little. 

Hack.jun.  What  means  he  ?  What  fhall  I  lay  ?  '  [Aftdc. 

M.G.  Bl.  Come,  by  the  Lord  Harry ,  out  with  it,  young  Fellow. 

-Hackcjtw.  Sir,  1  have  thought,  and  often  thought  of  a°young  Lady:  But 
fcorn’d  the  mean  Confideration  of  a  little  Pelf;  She  is  alone  Reward  enough 
for  all  the  Toils  of  Heroes,  and  the  rough  Fatigues  and  Perils  of  the  loneeft 
Wars. 

M.  G.  Bl.  Hold,  Boy  >  this  is  Romatitick :  Stuff,  fluff;  If  thou  haft  any 
mortal  Pa  (lion,  acquaint  me  with  it. 

Hack.jun.  I  am  fo  unworthy  of  her.  Shame  will  not  let  me  tell  you. 

M.G.  Bl.  Pugh, Pox  j  Do  not  play  the  fool :  wilt  thou  grow  a  Fop  too  ? 
Who  is  fhe  ? 

Hack.jun.  I  muft  ask  a  thoufand  Pardons,  that  I  have  difclos’d  my  Paffion 
without  your  knowledge  ?  • 

M.G.  Bl.  My  knowledge  ?  Fiddle,  faddle  5  Prithee  why  ?  beConcife. 
Hack.jun.  It  is  your  Daughter,  Sir. 

M.G,  Bl,  Hah  /  A  Dad  young  Fellow,  now  thou  fay ‘ft  fomething. 

By  the  Lord  Harry,  thou  art  a  brave  Fellow,  and  a  Fellow  of  honour  ! 

I  have  taken  thee  into  my  houfe ;  And  I  will  take  thee  into  my  family. 
Give  me  thy  han  d  :  A  Dad,  oy,  thou  ihalt  have  her. 

Hack,  jun .  Sir,  upon  my  Knees.  £  Blunt  pujhes  him  d*wn. 

M.G.  Bl.  Pox  o’  this  fooling :  Now  we  fhall  have  damn’d  Raptures  and 
fenfelefs  Romantick  fluff;  Prithee  young  fellow  no  more:  Ill  break  off 
the  Match,  if  there  be  any  more  on’t:  Never  ufe  more  words  then  need. 
Let’s  in,  I’le  try  to  purchafe  of  thy  old  Fellow.  If  not,  it  fhall  be  done. 
Haek.jm.  Millions  of  thanks ! 

M.  G.  Bl.  Why,  lookee,  lookee,  the  Fellow^  mad  again  ;  A  dod,  I  had  as 
live  be  kickt  as  thankt,  by  the  Lord  Harry:  No  man  does  good  but  to  pleafe 
himfelf ;  — thanks,— pugh  !  [Egftwt  Amho. 


Enter  Eugenia  and  Clara. 

Eugen.  This  is  not  the  firft  Fit  this  Coxcomb  has  put  my  Sifter  into. 

Clara.  You're  a  pretty  Gentlewoman,  laugh  at  your  Sifter. 

Did  your  Colonel  never  put  you  into  a  Fit  of  Love  ? 

Eugen.  No  j  but  I  find  your  Volunteer  will  foon  have  a  Command  over 
your  heart; 

Clara.  Doft  thou  think  it  fo  tender  :  I  am  fure  things  mortgag’d  to  the 
Colonel  beyond  Redemption. 

Eugen.  Who  wou'd  redeem  a  heart  fo  welldifposcd  on  ? 

Clara.  Very  fine,  you  own  your  frailty. 

Eugen.  Let’s  diffemble  with  Mankind :  but  prithee  let’s  be  honeft  one  a- 
mong  another.  What  Sighs,  what  Agonies  has  this  Volunteer  rais’d  in  thee 
already.? 

Clara.  Ah,  too  many :  Yet  why  fhould  I  fay  too  many?  Methinks  the 
very  pain  is  piealant. 

Eugen.  The  very  pain  of  Love  is  pleafantcr  than  the  Extafie  of  any  other 

Joy •  . 
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Glara'.  Thoufeducefi:  me,  thou  tempteft  me  into  this  feeming  Paradifej' • 
And  if  l  fuffer  by  it,  upon  thy  head  be  it. 

Evgen.  Withal  my  heart:  He’s  a  man  of  honour  and  of  fenfe. 

It  cannot  be. 

Clara ,  I  tremble  yet  to  think  on’t :  ftis  a  dreadful  Leap  we  Lovers  take, 
But  we  muft adjourn  this  difcourfe .  I  muft  go  and  get  my  Things  remov’d, 
for  this  Night  will  bring  me  under  thy  Father’s  Roof,  and  within  thy  Em¬ 
braces. 

Eugen.  *Tis  thehappieft  Night  of  my  Life:  I  {hall  have  my  Friend  in  my 
Arms,  and  I’ll  keep  her  there. 

Clara.  And  I  had  rather  be  within  thole  arms,  than  any  ones, 

Eugen.  Thou  ly’ft,  Hufwife,  rnoft  wickedly. 

CUra.  Why  fo  mifchief? 

Eugen.  Bec'aufe  you  had  rather  be  in  Welford's. 

Clara.  No,  do,  ctis  not  come  to  that  yet ;  Adieu.  \Exit  Clara. 

Enter  Hack  well  junior. 

Hack,  jun .  Wonder  not.  Madam,  that  I  haunt  you  thus  where  ere  you 
go  :  A  Lover  can  no  more  be  kept  from  his  Miltrels  than  a  Shadow. 

Eugen.  Now  you  have  my  Father’s  leave,  you  talk  of  Love  with  Autho¬ 
rity. 

Hack.  jun.  Had  I  all  the  Authority  of  the  World,  I  wou’d  lay’t  at  your 
Feet :  But  think  not.  Madam,  I  could  be  content  with  your  Father’s  giving 
me  your  hand,  till  you  had  firft  given  me  your  heart. 

Eugen.  You  are  engag’d  in  Courdhip  to  another.  Miftrefs  :  Honour  and 
that  can  never  agree  with  tender  Love. 

Hack.  jun.  Honour  is  the  Out- work  to  Love,  without  winning  one,  there 
are  no  Approaches  to  the  other. 

Eugen .  You  have  courted  Fame,  aud  won  her  as  a  Miftrefs,  but  that  con¬ 
tents  you  not :  you  marry  her,  and  are  ftri&ly  ty’d  to  her,  that  Love  muft 
be  a  poor  negle&ed  Rival. 

Hack.  jun.  We  fight  for  Peace  and  Love,  the  End  and  the  Reward  of 
War :  For  what  blit  Liberty  aud  Beauty  are  worth  a  good  man’s  Sword  ; 

I  value  your  Favour  fo  vaftly  above  all  Wealth,  Power,  and  Honour,  that  I 
would  quit  for  you  my  Country,  and  my  chafe  of  Fame  ;  but  that  I  know 
youd  would  ddpife  me  for’t. 

Eugen.  Nay,  think  not.  Sir,  l’de  have  you  quit  fo  glorious  a  Caufe  as  Con- 
/ecrates  each  Sword  that’s  drawn  for’t  •:  But  mechinkfc  Love-Treaties  fhptfd 
be  Adjourn’d  till  fbfter  times  of  Peace. 

Hack.  jun.  Ah,  Madam,  if  Love  did  not  fweeten  the  Intervals  of  War, 
and  the  hopes  of  enjoying  it  were  not  in  our  thoughts  as  the  end  of  it,  *  we 
ftiould  all  be  Cowards,  and  no  Gentleman  would  think  the  World  worth 
fighting  for. 

Eugen.  VYouVLyou  have  me  make  my  felf  fo  miferable,  as  to  fet  my. heart 
upon  one  who  may  be  loft  in  every  Rencounter  or  Attaque. 

Hack.  jun.  Dees  hot  our  Royal  Miftrefs  do  the  fame  and  bears  it  with  a 
Princely  Magnanimity  ;  She  and  our  Country  have  the  greateft  Stake  in 
rope,  who  will  be  lure  to  hazard  himfelf  with  the  braveft. 
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Eugen.  She  is  to'be  reverenc’d  andad  mir’d;  but  hard  ic  is  to  Imitate  fo  Glo~ 
nous  an  Example  ;  and  methinks  a  private  Lady  may  be  happier. 

Hack.  jun.  We  cannot  in  Gratitude  pretend  to  be  happier,  than  thole  from 
whom  we  have  our  Happinels;  in  them  our  Countreys  Caufe,  and  yours, 
and  all’s  at  itake. 

Eugen.  But  Love  they  lay  is  tenderer  than  all. 

Hack.  jun.  Would  you  were  fenfibleof  it,  as  I  wou’d  have  you,  butlam 
not  lo  vain  to  think  you  e’re  can  have  that  Care  for  me :  The  World’s  not 
worthy  of  it ;  be  plealed  only  to  give  your  Gonfent,  to  make  me  happy,  and 
fill  the  Endeavours  of  my  Life  hereafter  ihall  be  to  make  youfo. 

Enter  M.  G.  ifiunt,  and  Sir  Nich.  Dainty : 

Eugen.  Thank  Heaven  I  am  Reliev’d,  my  Father’s  here, 

M.  G.  Bl.  NotlbGiri;  go,  get  ye  together,  ye*  pair  of  Turtles,  and  Cove 
in  private.  Your  Love  Difcourfe  is  very  pretty  among  Lovers,  but  wou’d 
found  very  filly  and  Fantaftick  to  thofe  who  fhould  over  hear  it :  go,  with¬ 
draw,  an  old  Shooe  after  thee;  win  her,  and  wear  her  Boy. 

[  Exit .  Hack,  Jun.  and  Eugenia. 

Sir  Nick.  He’ll  fcarce  meet  Succefs,  I’m  fure  I  find  by  her  Deportment,  fhe 
is  in  love  with  me :  [  A  fide. 

M.G.Bl.  Look’e  Knight,  tGbe  fhort  with  you,  your  Vanity  and  theln- 
diferetion  of  my  Daughter,  have  made  an  Intrigue  of  Love  betwixt  ye,  fo 
fmoaky,  the  Town  takes  notice  of  it. 

Sir  Nicb.  Alas  Sir,  we  never  conceal  thole  things. 

M.  G.Bl.  Then  y’are  Puppies ;  but  I  fuppofe  you  know  my  Honour  is  fo 
nice  ;  that  Til  not  Buffer  my  Family  to  have  the  leaft  blot. 

Sir  Nick.  If  all  Families  fhould  be  difhonoured,where  the  Ladies  are  inLove 
with  me,  there  would  be  a  great  many  infamous  in  this  Town. 

M.  G.  Bl.  V antty  oi  Vanities :  I  believe  there  is  not  fuch  another  Afs  as  my 
Daughter ;  but  doft  thou  hear  Knight,  thou  (halt  not  have  the  deceiving  her; 
by  the  Lord  Harry,  I  will  cut  thy  Throats  if  thou  attempt  it. 

Sir  Nicb.  Lookee  Guardian,  I  can  take  any  thing  from  you,  but  what  do 
you  mean  Sir,  to  treat  me  thus  ? 

M.  G.  Bl.  I  do  mean,  that  either  the  Love  you  pretend  to  my  Fop  Daugh¬ 
ter  is  falfe ;  and  then  you  are  a  Rafcal,  or  true,  and  then  if  you  make  it  not 
good,  you  are  a  Rafcal  too;  and  if  I  fail  in  my  Revenge,  I  will  bequeath  it  ] 

to  my  Executors  and  Adminiftrators,  by  my  Honour  I  will. 

Sir  Nicb.  Sir,  I  am  a  Perlon  of  Honour,  you  fhall  ever  find  me  Rational 
and  CiviL,  but  the  £eau,s  do  fo  laugh  at  one,  if  one  Marries,  that  upon  my 
'  Honour,  that  I  knnw  not  what  is  left  for  me  to  do. 

M.G .  Bl.  Ound !  Did  you  mean  to  Whore  my  Daughter?  {He  takes  him  by 

Sir  Nicb.  No,  no.  Sir,  we  never  bring  it  to  Enjoyment,  the  Collar. 

If  we  can  make  a  Lady  fall  in  Love  with  11s,  or  fall  into  Fits  for  us,  ctis  all  the 
Triumph  we  defire. 

M.G.  Bl.  Death,  Triumph!  And  did  you  think  to  Triumph  over  me  ? 

Sir  Nicb.  No,  Sir,  I  have  a  greater  Refpeft  for  your  Family. 

M.  G.  Bl.  In  ihort,  I  will  make  a  better  fettlemenc,  than  your  Eftate 
can  defer  ve :  Confider,  no  fooling  b  you  two  were  defignld  by  Na¬ 
ture  for  one  another. 
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Nich.  Sir,  You  dome  a  great  deal  of  Honour;  I  know  your  free  diicourfe* 
but  I  (hall  make  fuch  a  return  as  your  honourable  propolals  require. 

Mi  G.  Bl.  Farewell ,  I  muft  to  my  Cavaliers:  they  were  got  but  to  the  fe- 
cond  Nafeby  fight,  when  I  left ’em  (  Exit  M .  G.  Bel. 

Sir  Nich .  What  fhall  I  do  ?  If  I  Marry,  the  Beaus  will  all  make  Horns  at 
me;  and  laugh  me  out  o!  London.  Befldes,  1  never  knew  one  Marry,  but  the 
reft  of  ’em.  Cuckolded  him, or  faid  they  did,  which  is  as  bad  :  but  hold,  its 
four  €  Clock,  I  rauft  beat  this  Bully.  Pray  Heaven  I  difappoint  not  my 
Friend.  (  Exit  Sir  Nicfc 

...  -  _ *  o 

Enter  Nitym  and  Dinghy, 

NicktiM ,  I  warrant  thee,  Dingboy>  we  fhall  have  the  richcfl  Cara  van,. the  fat- 
teft  Bubble. 

Ding .  Nay,  O’  my  Confcicnce  no  Beau  will  fight,  they  dare  not  ftir  for 
fear  of  dilordering  their  Perrcwigs  and  Cravat-firings. 

Nickpti,  Til  undertake,  you  and  i  might  clear  the  Town  of  Beaux.  We’l 
win  five  thoufand  pound  of  this  Sir  Nicholas ,  hee’l bring  it  to  a  Compofkion- 
Dinner,  wee’l  make  him  driink  and  bubble  him.  _ 

Ding.  Prithee  let’s  win  ten  thoufand.  Pound  of  him,  wee’l  win  all  his  Equi¬ 
page,  and  break  him  for  a  Volunteer. 

Enter  Sir  Nich.  and  JVelford. 

Sir  Nich.  Sir,  I  can  fcarcc  ever  hope  for  a  pardon,  for  being  fo  confident  to 
defire  theaffiftance  of  your  Sword  and  Arm.  But  we  being  Brother  Volun¬ 
teers,  made  me  prefume. 

Wei}*  Name  it  no  more,  5cis  a  Duty  Gentlemen  owe  to  oneanother. 

Sir* Nich.  1  am  ferry  I  had  not  time  to  put  on  my  fighting  fuit. 

tve/f.  Afightrng  fute!  .  «->  . 

Sir  Nich.  Yes,  Sir,  I  have  the  prettieft  in  the  World,  Pm  never  without 
one  :  A  man  ought  to  be  dreft  propet  for  all  cccafions. 

We  If.  This  is  the  ChoiccftFop  in  Chriflendom. 

Sir  Nich.  It  is  Scarlet  (lightly  flourifhed  with  Silver ;  A  Bloody  Cravat;  and 
the  neateft,  beft  ft  Beau  Gloves*,  the  fineft light  Perrewig  ;  and  the 
prettieft  Shoes  in  the  world  ;  And  the  motto  upon  my  Sword  is  Love  and 
Honour,  becaufe  Gentlemen  fighc  for  nothing  elfe. 

Nickum,  Death  and  Heart,  who’s  yonder? 

Dmg .  What  a  Devil'  nukes  you  ftarc  and  look  pale  ?l  ' 

Nickgm,  Plague  onv,  have  Icatch’t  a  Tanor?  I /m  afraid  Welford  the 
Volunteer  is  his  Second.  '  *  ’ 

Ding.  Gad  forgive  me,  Welfcrd\  I  have  heard  of  him,  pox  on  him  hee’l 
whip  me  through. 

Sir  Nich.  Ah,  here  they  are,  Are  you  ready  to  Kick.  Sir  ?.  Are  your  feet 
in  Order?  */'>  ;  ’ 

.  Welf.  What  the  Devi’,  is  this  the  Bufincfs  ?  Pox  that  Fellow’s  a  Coward.  I 
am  finery  inveigl’d  by  a  Fop, 
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Nickm .  Sir,  1  did  not  fay  I’d  Kick,  you  miflookme,  Sir  ;  for  my  part 
1  love  peace  and  qhiecnefe  as  well  as  any  man  that  wears  a  Head. 

Sir  Nich.  You  lye,Sirrah,  you’re  a  Coward,  Draw>  you  did  fay  Kick, have 
at  your  Lungs. 

Ving.  The  Devil  take  me  if  I  fight.  (Runs  away. 

We  If.  What  the  Devil,  mu  (II  ha  ve^  Race  ?  {Runs  after  him. 

Sir  Nicholas  pufhes,  Nickytm  runs  back,  falls  upon  his  Breech, 
and  drops  his  Sword. 

Sir  Nick  You  cowardly  Rafcal,  do  you  think  an  old  flum.trick  of  falling 
upon  your  Breech  and  dropping  your  Sword  fhall  pafs  upon  me?  Here  take 
your  Sword,  and  fight,Sirrah. 

Nickpm,  Sir  I  have  more  Honour,  than  to  fight  with  the  man  that  has 
given  me  my  Life:  1  know  what  belongs  to  your  pun&iiios. 

'  SitNich.  Then,  Sir,  you  fhall  be  very  much  Kick’d. 

Enter  Dingloy  running :  Welford  o’retakes  him. 

Welf  Not, Sir,  that  you  are  worth  the  Catching,  I  have  had  this  Chafe  af¬ 
ter  you  ;  but  ft  is  fit  a  Rafcal  that  is  fo  impudent  lhou’d  be  Kick’d  tofome 
purpofe. 

Ving.  Do  what  you  will.  But  I  gad  I  won’t  fight.  cTheygive  'em  half  a 

Nick .  This  is  mod  ungenerous^tnd  highly  difobliging. \dozen  k[cks  a  piece. 

Ving.  Very  unkind  indeed. 

Sir  Nich.  Come,Str3l  ask  a  thoufand  pardons^that  I  have  difappointed  you. 
I  thought  to  have  fhewnyou  fomeplay.  But  you  fee  how  a  man  may  be 
miftaken  inoutfides. 

Welf.  Come,  Sir,  lets  away.  (  Exit  W elf.  and  Sir  Nicholas. 

Ving.  Are  not  you  a  damn’d  Son  of  a  Whore  to  bring  me  into  thefe  in- 
convcniencies. 

Nick .  Why,  you  impudent  ungrateful  Rafcal!  How  many  good  Bubbles 
have  you  fhar’d  with  me  /  Wou’d  you  have  all  the  fweet,  and  none  of  the 
fowre^ 

Vick •  Thus  we  Bullies  and  Sharpers  are  always  found  out  by  fuch  Block¬ 
heads  as  you  are  ,  who  never  knew  your  men. 

Nickum ,  You  fenfelefs  Dog  :  in  a  herd  of  Cattle,  each  knows,  who  can  beat 
who*  But  how  the  Devil  fhou’d  we  know  it  among  men  ?  Bwt  we  muff  ven¬ 
ture  fometimes. 

Ving.  Venture!  A  pox  on  you,  fee  what  you  bring  it  to,  by  your  ven¬ 
turing. 

Nick.  Well,  Bullies,  take  warning  by  us,  *tis  true  a  Sharper  might  quarrel 
fometimes,  that’s  certain,  but 

jf  he  be  wife,  bee' l  do  what  ere  he  can 
Eire  he  begins  to  Roar ,  to  hgow  his  man. 

ACT 

*  ?  ’  .  '  -  *  •  *  . 
'<*  '  "  :  *  *  . 


ACT  IV.  Scene  I. 

Clara  and  Lettice,dW four  or  five  of  Hack  well  Sen*  s  Servants. 

Clara.  Porters!  Carry  all  thofe  Trunks  and  Boxes,  and  my  Scrltorc 

f  1*  to  Major  General  Blunts  :  Where’s  my  good  Mothtr-in-Law  ? 
Lett .  Taking  herrepofe  upon  her  Bed  :  But  this  day,  Madam  > 
will  break  all  our  hearts  to  part  with  you  ! 

Clara .  1  mud  leave  you  ! 

Lett.  You’l  leave  very  few  dry  Eyes  behind  you, Madam  ! 

.1  Serv.  We  fhall  never  have  the  like  within  thefe  Walls  again  1 
2  Serv.  Nay,  now  ray  young  Mailer,  and  my  Lady  are  gone*  all  good 
Nature  has  left  the  Family. 

Clara.  There,  Miflrefi  Lettice:  there’s  two  Guineas  fos-you,  and  five  to 
drink  among!!  you  ,  and  the  rellof  your  fellow  Servants. 

Lett.  A  thoufand  thanks,Madam. 

1  Serv .  Heaven  blefs  you  Madam.’ 

2  Serv.  A  flume  o’  this  fecond  Wife,  for  coming  under  our  Roof. 

i  Serv.  And  that  (curvy  proud  Minx  her  Daughter :  we  never  had  good 
day  fince. 

Lett.  She’s  the  very  piflure  of  ill  Conditions :  Stinginefs  and  ill  Nature 
came  into  the  Family  with  ’em* - —  Here  Ihc comes. 

Enter  Winifred. 

Clara ,  O  Sifter ,  I  need  not  take  my  leave  of  you:  We  (hall  meet  at 
the  Ball. 

Wini.  Yes,  and  I’ll  Dance  there  too ! 

Clara.  Awkardly,  and  affe&edly,  to  my  knowledge.  (  A  fide. 

IJQjlif.  1  left  my  dear  Terefia  ill :  I  cannot  anfwer  my  fo  long  abfence  from 

her, - Let  me  dye. - Tell  my  Mother  when  fhe  wakes,  that  lam 

gone  thither. 

Clara ,  Mr.  Hop  din’d  at  the  Steward’s  Tabled  heard,— will  he  be  there  ? 
Winif.  What’s  that  to  you^He  dine  at  the  Steward’s  Table !  He  (corns  ir. 
Yousrea  good  Friend  of  his; —  Fare  you  well,—  but  hold, I  have  forgotforae- 
ching. 

Clara.  Fare  yon  well, — I  (hall  be  there  before  you.  ( Exeunt  Clara  and  Serv. 

Enter  Sir  Timothy  Ka/fril. 
v  Sir  Tim.  She’s  here,  a  propo’s. 

Winif.  Blefs  me,  how  came  this  Fellow  here  ?  \  %  v 

F  2  Sir 
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Sir  Tim.  Madam,  T  perceiv’d  how  you  were  diflurb'd,  when  I  made  ad- 
dreflestoyou  in  publick  :  and  therefore  am  come  to  make  a  private  oflfcf  of 
my  Heart.  — r* 

Winif.  Ha  !  what  fays  the  Fellow  ? 

Sir  T//7?.  You  cannot  be  a  ftrangei;  to  my  love,  which  you  muR  often  hive 
perceiv’d  by  my  continual; Ogling  ypq  at  Sthe  Play- Houfe, and  at  Church  .*my 
fide  glafTing  you  at  the  Park.  And  my  humble  Bowes  to  you  in  the  Mall. 

Winif.  Oh  impudence ! 

Sir  Tim.  And  as  a  Confirmation  of  all,— Behold  this  pillcr,  i  receiv’d  from 
you;  you  will  not  difown  it,  Inope? 

Winif.  From  me,  Audacious  Coxcomb.  (Tears  it. 

Sir  Tim-  Wharthe  Devil  dos  fhe  mean  ? 

IVinif.  From  me?Lec  medye.I  would  turn  away  my  Miad,  fhouldfhe  write 
to  fuch  a  Fellow.  Why  lure  you)  don’t  take  your  felf  for  a  Beau  ?  I’ll  fay’c 

I  never  faw  fo  weafell’d-fac’d  a  Puppy - may  1  perifhif  thou  haft  not  the 

Complexion  of  an  Eafl-Indian — 1  never  fay  a  Bantamitc  fo  ugly — Thou  a 
Beau  ? 

Sir  Tim .  Ay e  Madam  !  I  a  Beau  ?  Why  not  1  a  Beau  ? 

The  Town  is  pleas’d  to  call  me  one. 

Winif.  Let  me  dye,  if  anybody  but  your  felf,  can  be  fo  impudent. 

Sir  Tint.  Come,  lay  this  Raillery  afide  i  and  let  us  gro  w  familiar — I  know 
you’l  own  your  Billet.  Dam  me  Madam,  it  you  don’t  write  very  prettily, 
you  had  not  need  to  be  afham’d  on’e. 

Winif  lean  bear  no  longer,  rllfweaiTlbhave  the  Kickr,  Beaten  &  Buffeted — 
And  tofs’d  in  a  Blanket,  let  me  dye  elfe. 

Sir  Tim.  What  a  Devil  is  the  matter  ?  f  Gives  him  a  box  othe  Ear 

O  my  Confcienceand  Soul,  fhe’smad.  and  plucks  off  his  Ferrewig. 

IVinif.  Who’s  there  ?  who  waits/ 

Enter  Nickum. 

Nick .  Madam,  I  am  here  at  your  fervice. 

Sir  Tim,  Damn  this  Bully. - What  does  he  do  here  ? 

Win  if. I  h aye  been  fo  affronted  by  that  Felloe,  with  the  ugly  Fiz,  that  calls 
himfelf  a  Beau, — that  I’ll  fay’t  I  never  was  in  my  life. 

Sir  Tim.  O  Lord — labufeyou!  mercy  upon  me  !  Madam,  are  not  you 
afham’d?  SIr3  I  have  the  greateft  honour’ for  her  in  the  world,  7 aq* in 
Love.  ^ 

Winif  If  I  have  nobody  to  beat  thee  ;  — I’ll  beat  thee  my  felf. 

Nick-  I  dare  fwear  this  is  a  Coward, — and  Pil  revenge  mv  felf  to  purpofe 
on  him,  for  that  Rogue  his  brother  Beau  :  Madam,  you  (half  not  be  put  to 
that  trouble.  Have  at  you,  Sir.  ( Cudgels  him. 

Sir  Tim.  Why  S'r^Sir, — -As  1  hope  to  be  fav’d,  Sir  why  what  a  pox  are 
you  out  of  your  Wits. — Why,Madam,—  Oh,  what  a  Devil  afles  you,  Let 
me  never  ftir  I  meant  her  no  more  Jhur:  than  my  own  foul. 

Nlckg  You  had  beft  give  the  Lady  the  lye, Sirrah.  5  Trips  up  hi  wheels,  beats 

Sir  Tim.  Hold,  hold,  Murder,  murder.  Help,  help.  I  him  when  he  s  dpwru 

Winif.  Now  Co,uzen  let  him  ak)ne3  3Ti*  enough  my  Honours  fatisfi’d. 

Your 
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Your  Servanr. .  ^  (  Exit  Winifred. 

Nick :.  Gad  1  think  1  have  made  this  an  Example  !  1  hope  I  (hall  never 
light  on  a  wrong  one  again.  (Exeunt  Nickam. 

Sir  Tim.  What  a  Devil  will  become  of  me*?  1  am  a  mod  miferable  un¬ 
fortunate  fellow,  if  my  lugs  by  the  Ears,  my  Kicks  and  Drubs  come  to  be 

known.  1  (hall  be  undone  with  all  the  Beaux  and  Ladies  too. - ~ 

1  will  walk  out  and  Confidcr. - A  Knight  a  Beau!  a  Wit  lugg’dbythe 

Ears!  Cudgel’d,  cuff’d  Box'^Kick’d,  Cum.  mult  is  aliis  qu<e  nunc preferibere  longum 

eft - Dam  me  a  man  had  better  be  kill'd  or  hang'd  :  Well,  Revenge  (hall 

be  had,  that’s  certain,— But  how  will  Honour  be  had  again,  when  I  have 
loft  it — befideswhen  this  is  known,  I  (hall  be  buffeted  every  day— let  me 
think  a  little  as  I  go.  (  Exit  Sir  Tim. 

Enter  at  the  other  Door  Colonel  Hack  well  Senior^  and  Lett  ice. 

Hack  Sen.  What  noife  wras  that,  J  heard  even  now  from  myClofet? 

Lettice>  Mr.  Nickum  beat  a  Knight,  that  affronted  Madam  Winifred  mod 
exceedingly  ;  as  long  as  the  Knight  was  able  to  be  beaten. 

Hack.  Sen.  1  profefs  I  think  I  am  much  bound  to  that  Nickum. 

Lettice.  Yes,  if  you  knew  all,  and  in  troth  it  (hall  out.  (A fide. 

Hack  Sen .  He  is  as  a  faithful  friend,  I  take  ir,  unto  me,  and  my  Lamb,  as 
any  of  the  Wicked  can  be  to  theGodly. 

Lettice.  He  faithful  :  Jana  glad  you  are  come  fo  fitly,  that  /  can  make 
you  an  eye-witnefsof  his  bafenefs.  He  difhonourstheHoufe,  nay,  for  ought 
I  know,  makes  it  a  Bawdy- houfe,  even  now. 

Hack^Sen.  Verily  is  my  Houfe  become  a  nefl  for  Hornets?'  A  Bawdy- 
houfe  !  with  whom  ? 

Imzc?,Nay,-—  1  know  not  wiih  whom,- —  ButJfaw  him  through  a—, 
on  a  Bed,  with  one  of  our  Sex,  even  now  :  — — -May  be  one  of  the" Maids: 
• - -Pull  off  your  Shoes  arid  follow  me,  and  you  may  fee  the  mod  unhal¬ 

low’d  fight. 

Hack  Sen.  Will  it  not  unfatisfie  my  Eyes - But  1  wdl  follow.  (Exit  Hack 

(  Sen.  and  Let. 

Nick.  Little  dos  your  fanflifi’d  Dive- Dapper  of  a  /  Nick  and  Mrs.  Hack. 
Husband  think  w  hat  prancks  we  play  him  ?  '-m  1  Bed. 

Mr s.Hack  iVothe  good  man  $ — but  you  are  a  naughty  man,  and  will 
nuke  me  hate  you,  if  you  be  fo  abominably  valiant,  to  venture  your  Dear 
pcPon  upon  all  cccafions  thur.  The  relation  makes  me  tremble. 

Nick  Plhaw,  Waw,— no  danger :  indeed  when  he  came  up  hi  ft,  he  threw 
in  a  Pars  or  tv/o,  very  briskly — faith — But  when  he  found  how  ftrongiy  I 
parryed  >  and  how  like  Lightening  1  flung  my  paffes  in,  ha*  hah,  hah  — — - 
He  foon  retir’d, — and  I  made  him  mortgage  mod  wickedly. 

Mrs.  Hack  Mortgage ! 

Nick-  Aphrafe  we  Killcows  of  the  Town  life,  when  we  make  a  Spark 
give  gr  und  :  As  Janchny  Friend  made  this  Beau,  and  the  terrible  Volunteer 
We/ford  do;  Gad  w.emade  'em  fcamper,  as  if  they  had  been  employ’d  to* 
meafure  the  ground,  /faith  wedid. 

Mrs-  Hack  How  glad  am  /  that  J  have  thee  fafe  within  chefe  Arm?. 

Hack 


(  3»  ) 


Enter  Collonel  Hack.  Sen.  and  Lett  ice. 

Hack  Sen .  Blefs  my  Eyes ! 

What  do  /  ice?  it  is  my  Lamb. 

Let.  Now /think  /  have  brought-my  bufinefs about.  -  „  (Afide. 

Nick  Ounds  we  are  undone  l  Counterfeit  a  founding  C She  groans  and 

fit ;  Oh  Heavens  fhe’s  gone  !  fhe’s  gone  /  Nay,  you  are  ^  falls  down  on 

come  to  lace,  wou’d  no  body  hear  me,  when  I  knock’ c  ^ the  Bed. 

for  help  (  as  if  I  would  have  beaten  the  houfedown  !  poor  Lady  !  I  heard  a 
noife  in  herChambei;;  and  found  her  upon  the Floor, beating  her  felf  and  knock¬ 
ing  her  Head  agfinfi  the  Ground.  She  has  kill’d  her  felf,  1  believe. 

.  Let.  Oh  Devil !  Thou  father  of  L*es ! 

I  Hack  Sen.  Oh  my  Lamb, — my  poor  Lamb, — take  my  Keys  1  run,  run  for 
Tome  fpiric  of  Hcarts-horn,  run — run — 

Lett.  How  the  Devil  helps  his  Servants  (  Exit  Letcicc. 

Nick  If  fhe  comes  to  her  fclf,  four  men  cannouhold  her,  call  for  help* 

Hack.  Sen.  Help,  help,  help  5  Oh  poor  Lamb— Lamb-  Lamb — fwccc 
Xamb — Dear  Lamb —  hold  up  thy  head, — fpeak  Lamb,— Oh  that  ever  /  was 
born — Lamb, — Lamb  I  fay.  ( Rubs  her  and  fulls  her  by  the  Nofe. 

Mrs.  Hack  Oh,  oh. - 

Nick  Look  to  it, - fhe  begins  to  come  to  her  felf. 


Enter  Lettice  with  a  Vial. 

■Lett.  Here’s  the  Spirit. 

Hack  Sen.  Give  it  me, — Oh  Lamb,  Lamb, — Lamb.  (fours  it  in  her  mouth. 

Mrs.  HackO  h>  what  do  you  do, - Where  am  I?  — whithet  am/ 

going  Ob,  oh — 

Nick  Help,— —help, — where  are  you  all,— Help,  help. 

Hack-  Sen.  Where  are  you  :  -^Win  the  Fight, — fland  faft  to  the  Faith  ! 
perfeveranee— —  Long  fuffering,— *  fight  a  good  fight.  Habakfcfk  Nehe - 
kemiah ,  —where  are  you  all  ? 

Nick  What  a  AZufter  Roll  of  Chriften-names  is  here? 

Mrs.  Hack  let  me  go,  let  me  go  5 — Murder,  murder,  Help,  help. 


Enter  four  or  five  Servants.  a 

Hack  Sen.  Why  Lamb:  Now  dear  fweet  Lamb.  All  held  her ! 

Hold  her,  fee  will  beat  her  felf  in  pieces. 

- Nick  Rarqly  a&ed  !  Incomparably  afted 
Hack^.Sen.  Ah  my  poor  Lamb, —Hold  her ! 

Lett.  Lamb — Aye  dear  Lamb.  —  She  has  made  a  Ram  of  thee  {A fide. 

Mrs.  Hack  Let  go,  let  go,  what  am  1  taken  ? 

Nick  Hold  your  peace  !  fhe  comes  to  her  felf.  rSitsdom^  fill  'groans , 

Hack  Sen-  Oh  may  dear  Lamb,bepacifi*d,  what  <  then  fobs  and  cr)>esX 
fhall  Ido  ?  Oh,  oh.  ksitsdwm&  and  cryes  by  her 

Lett ,  Oh  Heaven!  willyou  fuffer  truth  to  be  thus  run  down,  wkhfalfe- 
jtold  ? 

Nick. 


C3P>:  * 

Nickurn-  to  Lett  ice.  This  is  your  malice.  Huzzy,  — i  warrant,  —Well  be 
reveng’d  of  you. 

Hack  Sen.  My  dear*  my  fweet — (peak,  Ipcak  to  thy  own  Duckling. 

Mrs.  Hack.  Who’s  here  ?  My  Honey,  my  Dear. 

HackJSen.  Oh  my  dear  Limb  5  Dry  thy  Eyes. 

Mrs.  Hack^  Oh  Coufin  Nickunt,  art  thou  there  ? 

Hack  Sen.  Ay  my  Lamb— or  thou  hadft  not  been  here  !  I  mean  alive ! 

Mrs.  Hack:  Truly  Coufin,  I  mull  own,  I  am  much  bound  unto  thee. 

Lettice.  This  is  mofl  amazing  ,  Now  will  all  this  turn  upon  me. 

Mrs.  Hack •  Pray  retire  all :  1  have  lomething  for  my  Ducklings  private 
Ear. 

Hack ■  Sen.  What  a  mercy  it  is,  I  have  thee  in  my  Arms  again  !  Exeunt. . 

Mrs.  Hack*  You  fee  what  your  Brood - *  your  Son  and  Daughter  have 

brought  me  too !  Into  Fits,  mofl  dangerous  Fits :  Oh  I  am  fore !  very  (ore  !  I 
cannot  lift  my  Hands  to  my  Head : 

HackJSen .  How  am  I  afflicted  ? 

Mrs.  Hackz  I  have  one  Secret  to  Unburden  my  felf  of !  and  I  beg  thy  par¬ 
don  that  1  did  not  difeover’e  to  thee  before - Oh - - 

Hack  Sen.  W hat’s  that  ?  Dear  Lamb  ? 

Mrs.  Hack^  Your  Son  !  your  wicked  Son - Ir  fets  my  Hair  an  end  to 

think  on’t:  — Haspreffed  me  with  Love  from  time  to  time:  He  would  have 
difhonour’d  your  Bed - and  defil’d  me. 

HackJSen.  Gad  forgive  me — thee ——defil’d  thee ! 

Mrs.  Hack^  Yes,  defil’d  me  !  the  thought  of  this  \  and  the  horror  it  brought 
along  with  ic5  when  I  was  alone,  caft  me  into  this  killing  fit :  Which  how  long  . 
I  have  been  in,  or  how  I  came  out !  Thou  bed  know’ft. 

HackJSen.  I  will  difinherit  the  wicked  Wretch ;  and  fettle  all  that  is  unfa- 

tied  upon  thee  and  thy  Daughter* - -If  thou  hafi  not  Illue  of  thy  Body 

by  me !  * 

Mrs*  Hack-  No,  no,  my  dear  Duckling  1  Thou  art  too  kind:  How  can 
we  deferve  fo  great  a  bounty  >  • — 1  hope  ihou  do’ft  not  believe  I  ever  had  it 
in  my  thoughts ! 

Hack  Sen .  Nay,  I  obfervel  when  any  One  deferts  our  Congregation,  they 
flop  at  no  Wicked nefs  after  that. 

Afrs.  Hack-  But  how  cam’ll  thou  fo  happily  to  my  help  ? 

\  HackSen .  By  Providence  :  But  to  fay  Truth,  thy  Hand- maid  Lettice  told ' 
me  (he  law  Nicfynt,  upon  a  Couch,  with  a  Woman,  d  ({honouring  my  Houfcj 
and  making  it  a  Bawdy-houfe. 

Mrs.  Hack ;  O  mod  pernicious  Jade  !  where  is  (he  >  Lettice >  Lettice !  I’ll 
make  an  Example  of  her. 

Enter  Lettice. 

Hack  Sen .  Verily  fhe  deferveth  to  be  made  an  Example. 

Lettice.  What  to  do  now  ? 

Mrs.  Hack-  Oh  Impious  Wretch !  Would’ft  have  dilhonour’d  me  5  IT!  tear 
thy  Eyes  out. 


Lettice. 


- 
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Lettice.  They  (aw  too  much  :  Did  they  > 

Mrs.  Hack •  Moft  Audacious  Jade!  Til  beat  thee  to  Pap. 

Hack^Sen.  Fret  not  rhy  felf,  dear  Lamb  !  thou  wo’c  endanger  a  Fit. 

Lettice .  Yes,  She  will  have  many  fuch  Fits. 

Mrs.  Hack.  Pack  up  all  your  Trinckets,  and  be  gone  Hufwifefi 

Lettice .  A  happy  opportunity!  fince  the  Young  Coll,  and  his  Sifter  are 
gone  5  every  one  in  the  Houfe,  would  take  it  for  a  favour,  to  be  turn’d  out 
of  it. 

Mrs.  Hack •  Lookthere,  You  fee  what  Fa&ion  fhe  is  of  5  No,Hufwifc,  that 
fiiall  not  ferve  your  turn  >  —  111  tie  yomo  my  Bedlpoft,  and  lafh  you 

fonndly  my  felf/  And  then  have  you  whipp’d  to  fomeputpofe  in  bridewell. 

Lettice.  Siy  you  Hr;  —But  I  have  a  way  worth  two  on5t.  (Exit  Lettice. 

Hack  Sen.  In  truth  fhe’s  a  wicked  Creature  :  But  difquiet  not  thy  felf,  no¬ 
thing  can  mak^  me  entertain  one  ill  thought  of  my  Lamb. 

Mrs.  Hack-'  Thou  art  a  dear  fweet  Duckling  !  But  pray  let  me  go  into  the 
Air.  It  may  refrefh  me  after  this  Fit. 

Hack  Sen.  Come  my  fweet  Lrmb — Lean  upon  meJLimb*  —  Exeunt, 

Enter  Sir  Timothy  Kaftril. 

S:r  Lim.  It  I  uifler  my  felf  ro  be  beaten,  cufPr,  and  kick’d  thus  any  longer  : 
Inftead  of  faluting  me  with  their  Hats,  Fellows  will  falute  me,  with  Fift,  Foot, 

and  Cudgel.  I  mall  be  beaten  like  Hemp  or  Stock-fifh, - 1  (hall  grow  in  a 

little  time, 'the  common  Anvil  of  the  Town. — Well,— In  fhort  I  dare  not  en¬ 
dure  beating  any  longer : - Let  me  fee,  - —  What  a  Pox,  ’Tis  fifty 

to  One,  he  does  not  hit  my  Vitals,  if  he  hits  me:  And  if  it  be  but  a  flefh. 

Wound - tha.’s  no  great  matter — hah,;  I  have  a  pretty  long  Sword - 

What  a  Devil !  1*11  fight  1  am  refolv’d :  For  kis  better  to  be  kill’d,  than  to  live 

fuch  a  beaten  Lfte  as  1  am  like  to  live  without  it.  - Where  is  this  Rogue 

Nickm  ?  lid  watch  him  till  Midnight, — -II  he  does  not  bok  out  before. 

JS/tfcrNickum. 

Kichtm.  Theft:  kicks  from  this  damn’d  Beau,  fit  very  meafily  upon  me! 

He  touch’d  my  Honour  to  the  Quick, - -as  Hudibras  fays, - 1  muft 

rcfofve  to  fight  him;  For  if  not,  after  this  Baffle,  I  (lull  not  get  a  debt  that’s 

owing  me  by  a  Bubble  h  England  •  - - 1  have  a  Challenge  ready  penr^i. 

I  fancy  ir  /  come  roundly  up  whh  him,  he  will  be  roodeft  yet.  09 

r  Sir  Tun.  Ha!  here  the  Rogue  Is!  What  is  he  muttering  to  him  felf  ? 

Nic\  I  (hall  go - Porter,  Porter. 

Enter  Porter. 

Tm>~ter.  Who  calls  Porter  ? 

N<ck-  Here,  I;  Take  this  Note  and  carry  it,  as  it  is  dirc£ied :  And  here**  fix 
Pence  for  v^ur  p.i  inf.  -  fycit  Porter. 

N<ck.  W  H,  Vs  gone:  7  muft  refolve  to  fight  this  confound  d  Bran  will 
cell  all  the  Town,  what  Men  he  baffles,  as  well  as  what  Women  he  lies 
with. 


Sir 
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Sir  Tim.  There’s  no  more  to  be  faid - 1  will  fight-— Sirrah,  Rogue,  | 

Raical,  S;oundrel,  Coward.  I’ll  whip  thee  through « — —  /*11  make  thee  ! 
fuller  of  holes,  then  e’re  pink’c  Satin  was !  A 

Nick.  What  the  Devil,  is  this  Coward  Beau  run  mad  ?  4 
Sir  Tim.  He  begins  to  fear  me,  — Sirrah,  —  1  will  mangle  thee  fo  *  that 

when  I  have  kill’d  thee - They  fhall  not  know  whether  thou  art  a  Mint  or 

a  Fifh. 

Nick,  /f  you  long  to  be  beaten  agen - (  Draws 

Sir  Tim.  Beaten  you  Dog !  Have  at  yourLungs;or  feme  other  of  your 
Entrails.  He  runs  at  Nickum  as  hard  as  becanfu' 

Damme,  beg  your  Life  Sirrah*  and  difarms  him. 

Nick^  I  do, — I  do. 

Sir  Tim ;  What  a  Box,  is  this  all  ?  /have  no  hurt  to  makefuch  a  bufinefs 
of  fighting;  — - — Here  Sirrah;  take  your  Sword,  and  fight  agen  !  Here’s  a 
Btiiinefs  indeed. 

Nick.  What  with  one  that  has  given  me  my  life  ? 

Sir  i  im.  Prithee,  I  gave  thy  life  to  thee  to  fight  with  it :  Gad  I  muff  fight 

with -you,,  or  Tome  body  elfe;  - Iis  an  admirable  Exercifel  I  intend  to 

life  it  a  Mornings  inflead  of  Tennis. 

Nu\  This  is  mod  amazing  1  What  a  A/etamot  phofis  is  this-?  He  is  a 

bloody  minded  Beau;  - That  I  Ihou’d  light  on  two  wrong  Beaus  in  an 

heur !  Pox  on  ’em  for  me, - I'll  meddle  no  more  with  ’em. 

Sir  Tim.  W  ill  you  fight  again  Sirrah  ?  /f  you  won’t,  get  you  about  your 

nuiinds, - -What  have  Itodowith  you?  A  company  of  cowardly  Ra- 

fcalsof  you  ;  - Now  I  chink  on’r,  you  laid  me  on  confoundedly. 

Nic\  This  is  the  Devil  in  his  fhape  fure,  ftruts  up  and  down  and 

My  S word  Sir?  #  Cudgels  him . 

Sir  Tim .  No  Sirrah,  You  have  no  bcc&'fion  for  it;  you  durft  not  fight, 
fl  1  keep  it  5*11  rah,  — —  begone. 

Nickum.  What  a  Devil!  Does  he  take  the  Plunder  o’ the  Field  ?  1  fee/ 
rnuft  fight;  now. —*  _  Exit  Nickum. 

0  Sir  Tint.  Gad  take  me,  this  is  rare  (port ;  I  long  to  be  fighting  with  foffic 
body  elfe, - 1  muff  pick  a  Quarrel. 

Enter  W7elford. 

Here’s  one  comes  for  the  purpofe  :  I  muff  have  a  bout  with  him,  for  his 
familiarity  with  my  Ears. 

Wtlf.  What  the  Devil  is  here  ?  A  Filou  ?  Arc  you  Robbing  of  PafTen- 
gers  of  their  Swords/*  /  "  ;  ’ 

Sir  Tim.  No,  Winning ’em  Honourably  ;  And  Til  have  yours  before  you 
go  much  further. 

IV  elf.  W bar  fays  the  Coxcomb  ? 

Sir  Tim.  Coxcomb  !  Dammce  y’are.a  Puppy,  - - -Jam  a  Knight. 

W-tM  Oh  Wondrous  Transformation  in.  two  horn's. 

Sir  Tim.  Hah,  let  me  fee,  — — J*ll  run  yon  through  in  Tcircc. 
iVdf.  Prithee  Fool,  ■-  Don’t  trouble  me. 

%  G  Str 
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Sir7im.  No,  no,  trouble  you  $  I  won* t  trouble  you  ;  only  run  yon 

through  the  Body, - -I  never  law  a  Man  fo  flow  in  my  Life.  Have  at 

you.  •.  -  k  ; 1  *•  'Vi‘0 

We  If.  Pifh— f>Jx  o’  this  Feble— there  trouble  me  no  r  Well.  Runs  at 
more.— What  fudden  change  is  this ?  He  was  mad  be  *'  difarms  hiik  ,  flmgs 
fore,  or  is  mad  now.  L  him  his  Sword  Exit. 

^ Sir  Tim .  Hah!  This  is  a  very  pretty  Fellow.  He  fights  very  prettily :  Gad 

as  well  as  my  felf  ; - 1  fee  *ds  nothing,  the  Devil  take  me.  I’ll  fight  with 

every  body  that  has  ever  frown’d  upon  me  in  his  life. 

&  Enter  Nickum,  Conjlable  and  Guard. 

Nickum.  That’s  he  :  He  has  the  very  Sword  he  robb’d  me  of,  in  his 
Hand, — ™*~-  lay  hold  on  him.  Cen fable  feizes  Sir  Tim. 

Sir  Hm.  How  now  ?  What’s  the  matter  ? 

Confab .  You  area  bold  Thief  I  A  fine  Rogue  !  Rob  Gentlemen  of  their 
Swords,  in  the  Day  time  ?  There  will  be  no  patfing  the  Streets,  for  fuch 
ftjogues  as  you  are. 

Nickum.  He  came  upon  me  before  I  was  aware  5  and  whipt  away  my 
Sword. 

Sir  7m.  You  lye  Sirrah  !  Coward  !  I  fought  with  the  Rogue,  and  won  it 
nobly. 

Conf .  Ah,  Come,  come,  and  you  (hall  be  hang’d  nobly. 

Watcbm.  He  would  have  robb’d  another  Gentleman  5  but  he  was  too 
hard  for  him,  and  beat  him. 

Sir7im .  Why,  what  the  Devil  are  you  mad  ?  Why,  I  am  a  Knight, 
thefe  arc  Rogues,  they  lye. 

Coup.  A  Knight,  and  fuch  a  Thief, — ~ — away  wi?h  him !  away  with 
him. 


Enter  Taylor. 

Sir  7m.  Oh  here’s  my  Taylor;  - —He  can  tell  you  who  l  am  ? 

7 ay  lor .  Are?  - Yes;  Why  what’s  the  matter  here?  This  is  Sir 

Tymotby  Kaffril :  As  honeft  a  Gentleman*  and  pays  his  Bills  as  well  as  any  Gen¬ 
tleman,  and  bates  as  little. 

Conf.  How  pay  his  Bills  well  ?  Hehas  perplex t  the  Cau!e  ;  why  this  Gen¬ 
tleman  has  accufcd  him  of  flat  Felony. 

7aylor.  He!  Why  that’s  a  Sharper !  A  Rogue  !  A  Cheat  ! 

Nick  Sirrah,  /  fhall  remember  you. 

Co, if.  No  rhreatning  here  Sr. 

Nick  Let  me  fee  the  Sword  be  robb’d  me  of ;  here’s  the  Scabbard  tor, 
why  this  is  DcmonflraWon. 

7ay/or .  What !  A  Bully  ?  A  Sharper?  And  P^obb’d  of  his  Sword  ?  This 
is  a  Cheat,  a  pi  fin  Cheat. 

Conf.  1  fee  it  now.  Sir,  You  arc  an  honeflGentleman ;  and  may  go  about 
your  BufmeR  — — -1  have  a  good  mind  to  lay  that  Rogue  by  the  Heels. 
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N ict^  No,  not  4b,  -7— — Pll  go  about  rtty  Bufinefs;  — — ~2  fee  1  muft 
tun  fome  body  through  5  or  I  am  utterly  undone. 

Sir  Tim.  Honcft  Stichum,  Z  am  beholding  to  you.  Z  beat  this  Rogue 
and  difarm’d  him  ;  and  had  a  mirfd  to  (hew  his  Sword  feft  fear  the  Ralcal 

(hould  deny  ir. - And  put  me  to  beat  him  again. - 'And  hcaccufes  me 

of  Robbery,  Mr.  Conftable  /  There’*  a.Guiney  (or  your  watch  to  drink. 

Conf.  Thank  you  Sir  5  - A  very  worthy  honeft  Genrlemau. 

Watch.  Thank  you  Sir;  a  very  honeft  Gentleman.  Exeunt.  x 

SCENE,  the  Af.  G’sHoufe. 

Enter  Sir  Nich.  Daynty,  and  Terefia. 

Sir  N ic.  Fa3  la,  la  5  fweet  Madam ;  your  Father  acquaints  me  that  you  arc 
pleafed^o  honour  me  with  your  beft  Aneftions. 

Terr/.  Oh  Lord ;  you  make  me  blu(h; - *fure  he  would  not  fay  fuch 

a  thing  ? 

Sir  N/e£.  .Nay,  Madam;  if  you  deny  it;  I  know  not  what  meafures  to 
take  then. 

Teref  Sir,  1  dare  not  deny,  that  Zhavefaid  to  my  Father,  That  you  are  a 
fine  accomplilht  Perfon !  *  1 

Sfr  N ich.  Ah  Madam,  - — ah,— no, — no. 

Teref.  And  that  your  Air  and  Miene  areExeellenr. 

Sir  Nich.  Sweet  Madam,  you  will  make  me  too  proud.  v  ; 

Teref.  And  that  the  Charms  of  your  Convcrfatioa  are  invincible,  let 
me  die! 

Sir  Nich .  Nay  Madam,  Dam  mec,  if  you  done  go  a  little  too  far  now. 

Teref  I  can  never  go  too  far  in  the  praifes  of  fo  compleat  a  Gentleman^ 
I’ll  fay  it. 

Sir  Nich .  No  Madam;  Yes,  yes,  you  may:  But  what’s  all  this  to  3'our 
Love  Madam  ?  This  will  (hew  chat ‘you  admire  a  Perfon  ^  But  never  that  you 
love  him. 

Teref  But  ©hmy  Weaknefs!  7 told  you  inthePatk,  Z did  love  you;  my 
blufhes  will  o’recome  me. 

Sir  Nich.  Did  you  Madam  ?  Z  proteft  I  had  forgot  it;  Z  am  fo  far  from  dc~ 
ferving  the  Honour  !  But  dear  Madam,  Do  you  love  me  now  ? 

Teref.  Yes,  yes;  Z  am  afraid  too  well ! 

Sir  Nich.  I  muft  confefs  you  have  a  great  many  Rivals  Madam !  But  you 
have  the  preference  in  my  aftccHons;  And  (hall  ride  Sovereign  in  my  hearr. 

Teref  Let  me  die  if  Z  can  look  upon  you ! 

Sir  Nich.  Madam,  Z  muft  tell  you,  thothe  Beaux  will  laugh  ar,  ^nd  dif- 
cord  one  that  marries :  Yet  Z  am  content  for  your  fake  to  be  laugh’d  ar. 

Teref.  And  will  you  fet  afide  your  Campaigner  and  yield  to  loves  foft 
Charms. 

Sir  Nich.  Not  for  the  World  Madam,  What.?  fee  afide  my  Honour?  that 
cannot  be  for  all  ihe  Treaiures  upon  Earth.  ^ 

Teref  Nay,  then  you  love  erre  not,  and  Zam  milerable. 

^  *  G  2  £ r 


SJlNicb.  Dammce  Madam,  1  have  had  50  Ladies  in  love  with  me.  and 
never  lov’d  any  one  of  ’em,  half  fo  much. 

T eref.  No,  no.  You  love  not  me  /  all  I  have  to  do  is  to  retire  and  weep  ; 
and  figh  my  feif  intoaGhoft,  till  wear.  Exit  Terefia. 

Sir  Nicb.  Why,  Madam,  Madam - 

Enter  a  Servant. . 

Servant.  Sir,  heres  a  Note  left  for  you,  by  a  Porter. 

Sir  Nich.  Hah!  this  is  no  Billet :  This  is  made  up  by  fomcBlockheadly  Fel¬ 
low!  Ha!  Nickym  !  This  is  a  Challenge!  its  a  very  odd  one!  Let  me  go  in 
and  enquire  about  it.  Exit. 

Enter  M.  G.  Blunt,  Hack  well  Junior?  and  Eugenia. 

M.  G.  Blunt.  1  have  left  my  old  Officers  at  the  iaft  Newbury  fight,  as  drunk 
as  ever  they  were  in  the  Army:  They  will  fling  Bottles  at  one  anothers  heads, 
as  they  were  wont  to  do;  But — ah— how  goes  on  your  procets  of  Love  be¬ 
twixt  you  > 

Hack,.  Jun.  Much  too  (low  Sir,  for  my  eager  wifhes*  , 

Eager?.  1  fee  our  Englifh  Soldiers,  are  for  nothing  but  {forming;  they  have 
not  patience  for  a  fiege ! 

M.  G.  Bl.  Look  thee  Tom.  2’li  fay  that  for  her  i  fhe -s  as  good  a  Girl  as  any 
man  can  boaft  of. 

Hack .  Jun.  She*s  all  Excellence!  fhe’s  all  Perfection. 

M.G.Bl .  ADcd,Comnrey  Gentlemen  are  Knaves  enough  5  when  they 
put  Horfes  that  are  Jades  into  one  anothers  hands :  But  they  may  be  chopt 
away,  or  fold  in  S mithfcld\  bur  t©  put  a  Woman  Jade  into  ones  hands,  that 
he  muff  never  part  with ;  by  the  Lord  Harry,  it  is  unpardonable. 

Hack.  Jun.  The  fame  Honour  ever  (hines  in  all  your  Actions. 

M.  G.  Bl.  1  have  indeed  an  Afs  of  a  Daughter !  which  1  put  off  to  an  Afs  of 
aKnight :  but  he  likes  her  for  being  an  Afs,  and  fhc  likes  him  for  being  an  Afs ; 
fi  ’tis  an  equal  march.  The  Devils  in’c,  if  they  don’t  agree:  They  are  folike^ 
they  are  almoft  one  flefh  already. 

'  Eugen.  Moth  inks  Sir,  ’(is  time  enough  to  ralk  of  this  in  time  of  peace. 

M.  G.  Bl  A  Dod  that’s  very  well  .y  That's  like  a  Fellow  whofe  Bridge  was 
a  falling,  — = —  Would  not  flux  becaufe  times  were  unfettled :  Does  not  War 
make  a  Deft  ruction  of  Men  ?  What  fhould  good  SubicCtsdo  then  5  — ~  But 
lay  about  them  to  replenifh.  A  dod,  this  young  Fellow  arid  his  Friend,  are 
gallant  Fellows !  And  if  they  be  knockt  o’the  head  this  Summer,  ^-7 — Ed  have 
feme  of  the  breed  left,  — which  is  almoft  1  >ii  in  England. 

Eugen.  1  beleech  you  Sir,  be  riot  fo  hafty. 

M.  G.  Bl.  Thou  dif&mbling  Jade  thou:  By  my  troth Hufwife,  if  thou  be  ft 
not  a  litjje  Civillcr,  11  fell  T:  I  s- 

Eugen.  For  Heaven  fake !  if  ever  you  loved  me,  betray  not  my  weaknefs. 

Enter  Clara. 

M.G.Bl  Well  well;  — —oh  here  comes  my  fair  Charge. 

Clara.  Mv  dear,  'now  Jan?  tome  to  thee,  never  to  leave  thee. 

M  G.  El  pTI,  hold,  — 1  foibid  thofe  Banes :  Theresa  brave  young 

'  F  11 .  vv 
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Fellow,  Welford ,  andthis  Youth  here,  fiha'l  part  you  both,  and  toy  onr  hearts 

concern,' - and  fee  here  he  comes 

Enter  Wclforcf. 

Look  you*  Sir,  There's  your  A/iftrefs  $  to  her,  and  fee  what  you  can  make 

of  her - T  am  her  Guardian,  anddifpofeof  her  to  you - Come,  come,  , 

leaVe’em  Together.  _ 

V  Clara.  Good  Guardian-- - what  do  you  mean  ?  My  Dear!  my  Eugenia. 

M.G.  VI.  Nay,  Adod  if  you.be.  not  Civil-* — Pll  lock  you  up. 

Hack  Jun.  And  Sifter^  I  prefent  this  Gentleman  to  you,  as  the  gteateft  trea- 
fore- you  can  haye  <  make  you  as  happy,  as  you  are  capable  of  being. 
Clara.  1  am  be  flexion  every  fide 

M.  G.  Bl.  Come,,  come,  away:  fall  to  your  Love  tricks - Be  not  too  long 

in  Ceremony :  think  of  the  fubflance:  Women  are  not  iQ.be  perfwaded - 

They  perforate  themfelves.  $  Exeunt  M.GfBl. 

Welf  Madam,  Can  you  Hye  from  your  Adorer  >  L cpland Eugenis. 

Clara .  Can  you  imagine  i  can  >b*j  fp  vain  to  think — r —  1  have  an 
Welf.  There’s Vtothihg  on  this  fide  Heaven,  that  lean  worihip  equal, 

Tlie  world  in  Ballance,  isstpojight  for  you. 

Clar.  A  man  only  foe  ws, nil,  parts,  by  fine  Language,  'that  never  goes  for ■* 
any  thing. 

W tlft  Madam,  Ifcorne  to  f peak  a  language  that  is  not  from  my  heart:  l  '7 
would  renounce  the  Umtecrfe  for  you.. 


Adorer. 
cq  you , 


(•Apde.  ^ 

Welf.  But  I  muft  be  miferable  without  your  favour,  .  and  if  you  will  nor 
grant  ir,  I  (hall  defirero  be  (hot  from  out  of  a  Bomb,  upon  the  Enemy. 

Clara. Whctt  a  foolifh  thing  is  a  Woman,whena  man  makes  love  to  her (Afide,  - 
Sure,  you  would  not  have  me  fee  my  Ujvetipon  one  thads'going  to  be: 
knockY  o\he  head.  *.  ■ 

Welf..  The  better.  Madam  -  —  When'  he  leaves  all  thads  dear  td.hinj'ih.  . 
this  World  for’t.  ^  '  '  *•  VV  ‘  r*  -  ‘  '  ' 

Clara .  That  we  re  tc>  in  akemvfelf  mf[ 


,  (houXI  I  Toofehim. 

Etifer  Sir  Timothy. 

Sir  Tim.  Mid  am,  Yur  moft  humble  Servants  Sir,  Iloveand  honouryouo°  ? 

Y’are  brave- - and  1M  draw  my  Stford  for  you.  . 

Welj.  Pox  <Ahis  Puppy.  _  :  .  ..  • 

Enter  S/r  Nicholas,  with  a  Challenge  w  ms  Hand l 
Srr  Nick  Oh  Mr:  Welford !  l  am  glad  yidu  are  here ! 

.  You  are  a  Judge  of  Honoar, - -  and  I  would  con fult  with  you  :  1*1 

have  fern  for  the  Mijor  General  - — and  Col.  Hackpeli- 
Sir  77/?/.  /fit  be  about  Honour,  Confult  with  me,  Niffy:  /  have  fought, 
two  Duels  firfee  I  faw  you  t  And  long  to  fight  a  third.  One  of  ’em  was 
with  this  Gentleman  here*  {t  \  ,  . 

Sir  Nick.  Darti  me,  w^athashe  caft  his  Skin,  or.  is  becom  a-  .nc.v  Circa*  - 
ttire?  Two  Duels! *—’11  impoflible. 

Enter  ^ 
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; . : . :  jtj  r;  - .  .'typ#  M.  G.  SI  Hackwcll  Junior ,  and  Eugenia. 

M.  G. Bl.  Pox  oMiefc  Fools  l  ' 

How  came  they  here  to  interrupt  tove  ? 

S’r  Web-.-  Come  Gentlemen :  Nay,  ch-i'Ladiels  may  l^fear  ic  too  I 
"You  mutl  kno  w,  I  was  challeng’d  by  a'PdloaV  this  Afternoon  ,  \yho(c 
name  I  conceal'd,— And  this  Gentleman  did  me  the  Honour  to  be.  my  fecond. 
Hackjun .  What  a  Devil  1  wert  thou  drawn  in,  by.  this  Fop. 

Sir  Nich.  HisOppofite  would  not  fight  at  all;  —A  id  mine  fought  (bleu:  5 
vily,  that  he  ranb.uk,  and  dr  opt  hisSwru  on  purpol'e — I  gave  it  him  again" 
and  bid  him  ufe  it  better — Biuhe<kird  not — fo,  we  kiQk\i  ’em  both  exceed¬ 
ingly,  and  left  ’em 

Sit  Tim.  Rogues,  —Cowards, - Damn’d  Cowards:  --that  men  can 

be  inch  Cowards.  *  *v- 

Sir  Nich.  Now,  my  Rogue  hasfent  me  the  mod  unmannerly  rude  Chal¬ 
lenge-^ — that  ever  was- - Andthd  point  in  quedionis.  whether  I  ought 

to  anfwer  this;  from  a  Fellow  whom  I  have  given  his  Life  to,— or  have 
him  diub’d  immoderately,  by  my  Footman. 

M.G.Bl.  A  Do d,  a  pretty  Farce*  l^ts  hear  the  Challenge. 

Sir  Nich*  Reads. )  Coxcomb  Dayncy — dor  Knight,  I  do  fcorn  to  call  thee; 
Did  you  ever  hear  fuch  a  rude  Fellow/ 

M.  G.  Bl.  A  Dod,  he  comes  gp  roundly  with  thee  Knight. 

Sir  Nich.  Reads.)  When  thonjhvuJi^i  have  attack'd  me  to  my  Face ,  Thou 
dii?ft  bafely  invade  me  behind  my  lack L*  Therefore  1  challenge  thee  to  meet  me  face 
to  face  5  not  as  thou  dia* ft  before  >  Fate  to  Arfi . 

Speafy,  With  the  pardon  of  the  Ladies,  thefe  are  his  words. 
xR?a<ic.  Tho  the  mo  ft  unworthy  part  of  Man,  is  too  honourable  to  be  encountrecL 
by  fuch  a  Rafcal.  Confider  and  Tremble :  Thy  Father  if  he  were  alive,  con'd  not 

%ive  thee  better  Conn / el :  For  there  is  no  Composition  for  thy  fafety -  unlefs 

thou  wilt  heal  that  part  with  thy  Tongue  ,  like  a  T)ng  as  thou  art :  which  thou 
did* ft  of  end  with  thy  Hoof ;  likg  an  Aft  as  thou  wen:  .All  the  mercy  thou 
art  tojtxpett  from  We  in  ibis  admonition  :  To  prepare  thee  to  dye,  with  thy  Sword 
in, thy  Hand ;  and  if  thou  Re f ufe ft,  1  will  be  thy  Veftr oyer. 

No  matter  for  the  name.  Now  your  judgments  upon  the  Cafe,  Did  you 
fcvet  fee  fuch  an  ill  bred  Fellow  ?  Fight  or  Drub  ? 

Sir  Tim.  Fight,  fight, — -and  Pit  be  your  Second* 

Clara.  Eug.  Le/s  deal  off.  "  #  /  (Exeunt  Eugeni  Clara. 

M.G.  Bl.  How  came  this  Knight  fo  furious  o’cbe  fufidaiq, 

Hack >  Sen.  He  has  been  kickt  and  beaten  into  valour  :  And  this  is 

the  firft  day  of  his  Reformation - K’ has  fought  twice  ip  an  hour.  I 

M.G.Bl.  Hah,  fay  d  thou  fo.?  — — I  have  known  fome  fuch  Examples 
have  been  the  mod  troublefome  quarrelling  Coxcombs  about  the  Town  af¬ 
ter  it  .*  But  a  Dod,  they  are  Cowards  at  the  bottom  for  a1!  tliat :  Look  you 
Pupil  in  this  Cafe,  if  the  Fellow  be  a  Gentleman  :  He  mud  not  be  drub’d  : 

Thou  ma>’d  cane  him  thy  felf,  if  thou  wilt  when  thou  rnee/d  him - If 

he  be  not  a  Gentleman,  laugh  at  him— — -rrBut'I  laich  the  Rogue  has  an  arch 
knack  at  his  Pefr* 

S  r  Nich. 

/  &  


'  Sir  Neb.  Upon  my  word&r,  von  have  decided  the  matter  Ihkc  an-Ora- 

cle:  - — I- (hall -be  fo.  i  ■  •  ;  [  ^  1  *  '* 

M.  G.  B).  Why  Gentlemen,  you  Have  let  theGirls^  efeape,  fdr’ftame  foU 
low  ’em.  :  f  11 

S k  -Nich.  For  my  part,  I  ne -er  trouble  my  fclf  to  foltowLidies,  they  foitow 
me  laft  enough. 

Sir  Tint.  What  a  Pox,  (hall  we  have  no  fighting  then?  Gad  —  I’ll  quarrel 
with  feme  body  or  other. 

T ms  fomewhat  long,  before  I'durfi  begin  ; 

Bat  Til  fight  hki  a  Devil,  nowTmlrr.  Exeunt* 

'  >  Finis  AS.  4.  * 


ACT.  V.  Scene  I. 


- 


Tercfia  and  Winifred. 

, 

Teref  TT  E  is  fo  fine  a  Perfon,  that  1  vow  I  cannot  bluflx  to  own  my  Paffion 
XX  to  him  i  He  is  the  charmiugft  Creature  in  the  Woild,  let  me  die. . 
That  Air,  that  Mien,  that  bewitching  Convention  !  Oh  my  Dear !  all  the 
Town  is  In  love  with  him, 

Wini.  Not  all  the  Town,  my  Dear!  For  my  part,  I  wonder  what  thou  canfi' 
(ee  in  fuch  Fellows  ?  Thou  (houldft  leara  to  value  thy.  felf/and  defpife  them.  - 
I'll  fay’r, - -  1  fcorn  that  afiy  Fellow  (hould  make  me  in  love  with  him. 

Teref  Ah^rriy  dear,  Thou  know’ft  not  Cupids  power  5  I  warrant  thee  he 
has  an  Arrow  for  thee  yet  $  heTi  pierce  thy  ftubborn  heart. 

IF ini.  I  care  for  ne’re  a  Cupid  of  ’em  all.  Tell  me  of  Cupid  ? 

Enter  Hop. 

Oh  Tweet  — —  —  I  thought  we  had  loft  thee,  — Wherdiafl  rhou  ; 

been  all  this  while  / 

Hjp.  I  din’d  very  well,  at  the  Stewards  Table  Madam-  * 

Wirii.  The  Stewards  Table?  Good  lack  !  fure  thou  arc  Company  for  rherr 
betters?  Thou  {houldft  value  thy  dear  Perfon  more.  — — -  • 

Teref.  How  do  you  Mafter  ?  You  are  come  to  help  us  otic  in  our  Goun  rey 
Dances  ? 

Hop.  Yes  Madam,  7  am  ready  to  ferveyou  ! 

Wimf.  Talk  of  an  Aire  and  a  Miene  ?  Here’s  an  Aire  and  1  Miene  ?  a  char¬ 
ming  Perfon,  and  bewitching  Convetfation  ?  And  that  Dhdnc  Mufick  on  the 
Kit? 

Enter  Sir  Nich’lasDaynty. 

Sir  Ntch.  Ladies,  your  moft  humble  Servant.  How  d:>ft  thou  do  Hop  > 

Wimf  Hah  ! - Proud  Coxcomb!  Plain  Hop  >  Sure  Mr.  Hop  might  be¬ 

come  his  Mouth  ?  Come,  Mr.  Hopy  la’s  retire  5  You  (ball  (how  me  a  licdc — - 
before  we  begin  Dancing. 

Sir  Nick  Ah  Madam !  that'*  not  hit  play. 

■?  •/> 
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IVinif.  Good  Sir,  I  know  not  what  I  do.  - -  Exit  Winif.  and  Hop. 

SirNich.  I  hope  Madam  you  have  com pofed  the  temper  of; your  mind, 
and  are  contented  with  my  venturing  for  Honour,  elpecialiy  fiece  you  ftall 
fecure  my  love: 

Teref.  Nay, — -Til  fay ’t* — you  cannot  love  me,  that  can  leave  me  for 
Drums  and  Trumpets. 

Sir  Nick.  Nay,  then  we  have*  done  Madam,  I  wonrquit  my  Honour  for 

the  World  .*  Alas, - the  Ladies  in  the  Town  arc  in  Mutiny  about  it  * 

and  I  deny ‘email! 

T>eref.  Break  heart,  break— —I  cannot  bear  it. 

Sir  Nicfj.  I  am  furry  Madirm,  you  will  quit  your  Lover,  for  being  a  Man 
of  Honour ;  — - but  I  defpair  not  of  Miftreflcs. 

’Teref.  Oh  Crod  Tyrant  of  my  H«a«4 

Enter  M.  G.  Blunt." 

Af.  G.  SI.  How  now  Pupil  ?  .  How  goes  on  this  Treaty  > 

§ir.Nich.  It  flops  at  the  Preliminaries,  and  is  not  like  to  go  on :  (he  will  not 
differ  me  to  fotisly  my  Honour,  and  go  to  the  Campaign;  now  I  have  given 
my  word,  and  have  my  Equipage  all  ready.  Til  fooner  lofe  my  life 
*  than  flay.  . 

M.G.Bl.  A  Dod  Knight,  thou  art  in  the  right  there,  t ho  thou  feldom  arc 

fe  : - By  Heav’n  thou’rt  an  Afs ;  thou  fbalt  let  him  go  ;  and  1*11  hold 

•50  /.  to'one,  he  does  not  bring  thee  to  abandon  this  Summer ! 

-  Sir  Nich.  Upon  my  Honours  Til  venture  for  it,  noble  Guaidian, 

M.  G.  Bl.  Mr.  Welford  has  been  at  Court,  — - -  and  they  are  counter?- 

mandcd,and  are  not  to  go  thefe  5  weeks.  And  a  Dod,  may  be  that  may  be  long , 
enough  to  be  marryed .  You  may  be  weary  of  one  another  by  that  time— — 
there  have  been  fuch  Examples. 

Teref.  Oh,  never,  never ;  - — I’ll  fay’t - fhall  I  be  weary  > 

M.G.Bl.  Go,  go,  get  you  into  the  drawing  Room,  and  agree  upon  your. 
Treaty  : - my  Pupil  and-i,  fhall  have  no  words  upon  ou*s. 

SiriN.cL  Your  Servant  Sir.  Exit  Sir  Nich  and  Tcrcfia. 

Enter  Hack  well  Junior,  and'WcUptd.  . 

M.G.Bl  Oh  come  young  Fellows,  - rc5; I  have  found  out  a  way  to  Di- 

fpatch  your  Bu  finds  with  thefe.  skittifh  Girls.  I  over-heard  ’em  fay—-  they 
would  have  tome  private  Conference  in  this  Room-  We’ll  into  a  Gloflct, 
and  ovefdiear  k - A  D:d.  They  are  coming - In —  in——*  retire. 

Enter  Eugenia  */?</. Gina. 

Clara.  Come  my  Dear,  we  are  alone!  Lets  ed/py  one  another  >  fwhat\c^i 
make  us  fo  happy  > .  , .  v.,  .  ‘ 

Evgen.  The  Colonel  and  Voulnteef  can  make  us  happier. 

Clara.  Thais  true  indeed  5  - —  but  we  are  now  alone,  and  arc  no:  forced 
upon  the  D  udgay  of  diflembllng. 

Eager?.  Tis  very  hard  that  honeft  Women  mu  ft  be  tyed  to  charts  wclias 
Wenches.  ;  :  /  ‘  .  .u,  *  v.  ■ 

Clara.  I  ideed  a  little  lying  is  a  neceffary  quality  in  oufS?*  !  ; 

JEmgen.  That’s  bubconvenient  policy  —  for  us  to  life  with  -Men  •$  FiCuon  in 
Love  aud  Poetry  is  lawful.  ,  GU 


$MV2-  *  Cm  3 «  Very  civil  word,  for  lying ;  but  there  is  nopleaiure  in  Con- 
verfation,  where  hearts  are  not  dpen  to  one  another.  • 

Eugen .  Thou  art  in  the  right  my  Dear;  Oh  my  mdft  bewitching  Colonel! 
I  wou’d  not  for  the  world,  he  knew  the  power  he  had  over  me  1 
Clara .  My  Brother  is  a  generous  and  worthy  Fellow;  he’d  ufe  ic  nobly  if 
he  did. 

Eugen.  Nor  is  there  a  Gallcnter  Fellow  than  thy  Volunteer;  and  I  had  beft 
let  him  know  the  power  he  has  over  thee. 

Clara.  Not  for  the  world,  myD:ar ;  he  (hall  have  no  Temptation  from 
me,  to  be  a  Tyrant.  You  fee  power  alters  almoft  every  Min. 

Eugen.  Tis-fit  indeed  we  conceal  our  foibles ;  for  if  they  apply  their  ffrengths 
to  our  weaknefs,  they  will  be  too  hard  for  us. 

Clara.  Thank  H:aven  !  we  have  always  (omething  to  ballance  that - 

And  can  find  out  their  weakness.  And  the  great  cunning  of  our  S;x,and  all 
oqr  Dominion  comes  from  attacking  chat. 

Eugen.  To  fay  T ruth,  they  are  more  open  hearted,  than  we,  and  more  ea- 
fily  ditcovered.  But  what  power  has  thy  Volunteer  over  thee  > 

Clara:  My  Lawful  Monarch  has  as  much,  as  ever  Tyrant  aimed  at ;  Oh, 
he’s  the  charminght  Creature  upon  Earth;IcoUld  live  all  my  lifetime  in  a  Wii- 
dernefs  with  him,  and  never  fee  the  Face  of  any  other  Mm.  -  ' 

Eugen.  I  cannot  lay  that  of  my  Colonol,  becaufe  I  have  a  Father,  that  next 
to  him,  I  love  above  the  World  5  but  I  could  gladly  (hare  with  him  in  ail  his 
hazards  and  his toiles. 


Clara .  ThaiVa  true  taking  for  better  for  worfe ;  - Thou  art  a  braye 

Heroick  Girl ; - *we  arc  both  fprung  from  Soldiers  >  and  methinks  rather 

than  not  be  in  my  Welfords  prdence  ;  I’ic  lie  iu  Camps  without  all  Co¬ 
vering  but  the Skie. 

Eugen.  Fd  mount  a  breach  with  my  Colonel. 

Clara.  Well  faid  my  hrave  Amazon , - —With  my  IVelford  I  could  ftanJ 

apafs,  with  (hours  of  Bullets  flying  about  our  Ears,  and  only  be  concerned, 
leaft  an  unlucky  $ne,  fhould  ait  him  off. 

Eugen.  Huff!  what  thou  wilt,  lamas  valiant  ds thy  felf !  And  for  mine, I 

would  gladly  intercept  the  Bullet  that  would  hit  him, - Oh  he  is  thedca- 

reft,  fweeteft  Creature*  that. the  Earth  e^r  bore. 

Clara.  Mine,  befides  his  worth,  his  Honour,  and  his  Fame,  with  his  Perfon 
might  conquer  all  our  S:x. 

Eugen.  Mine  is  the  glory  of  hisS:x,  and  the  delight  of  ours;  his  Lopk, 
hisMicnel 


Clara.  Ah  WelforA !  his  Aire!  his  Shape;  and  his  Addict - 

Eugen .  H  s  Wit,  his  S  afe.* - 

-  Clara.  His  Courage,  and  hisGentknefs. — — — 

Eugen.  Pray  let  snot  quarrel,  who  is  mod  charm  in  g.— - 

‘  Clara.  They  arc  both  befi ;  and  I  would  we  had  cm  each  within  our 
Arms.  .  •  - (,\y  c  /  v  y-,  yy,.  > 

Eugen,  Ic  were  a  Joy  beyond  the  World. 

H  '  Enter 


v.  Enter  M.  G.  biuilt.  (Th:yfjneak. 

M.  G.  BL  Ah, - why  ’til  not  come  to  that  yet.  - - It  e  are  brave 

Girls,  never  j^lufh  for  the  matter  $  — ~ — ,’Tis  natural,  —  ’tis  honeft,  ’tis 
difcreet  and  virtuous.;  ' 

Clara .  Oh  Sir,  what  Confu/ion.  would  it  -caufe,  fhould  you  difcover  one 
word  of  this  to  our  Lovers  ? 

Eager?.  As  e’er  you  priz’d  your  moft  obedient  Daughter,  be  fecret  as  a 
f  Confelfor  :  —  I  bhilh  to  look  on  you. 

Clara.  -I  never  fhall .behold  you  more,  without  fuch  fhafne  as  will  confound 
me.  —  But,  for  Heav’ns  fake  be  fecret,  Sir.  ^  .  V 

M:  G.  BL  You  are  foolifli  Cirls  ^  --  this  is  an  Honour  to  you.  By  the 
Lord  Harry,  I’ll  fay  nothing But  adod,  y’are  the  braveft-mettl’d  Girls 
in  Chrifiendome.  ~  Come  Lovers,  enter.  (Takes  ’ew  by  the  Hand. 

j  The  Women  foriek: ,  and 
Enter  Hackwel  jan  ^A/clfo^d.  (endeavour  (o  r ‘an  aw  ay. 

AL-ha,  - — Whata  pox  do  you  fqueak  for  ?  Here?s  no  Rape  intended. 
No  flying, — *—  adod  you  fliall  ltand  to’t. 

Eitgeri.  I’ll  nev,er  forgive  you,  tho’  you  are  my  Father. 

Clara.  You  had  better  have  ftaid,  and  made  npe  fuch  an  account,  as  Guar¬ 
dians  won’t  do, - than  ufe  me  thus. 

M.G.  BL  Gome  adod,  I  love  Plain-dealing, - Fd  have  Love  come  out 

like  the  Small  Pox,  or  elfe  ’tis  dangerous 

Welf.  to  Clara.  Madam,  I  never  fufFcr’d  fuch  Confuiion  *, - I  know 

not  what  to  fay  or  think  of  my  fur  f  rbing*  Joy. 

Hack.  jnn.  The  BlejTing  of  this  minute  is  fo  high,  fo  raviihing,  and  extra¬ 
vagant,  methinks  L  dream. 

Eagen.  Methmks  you  do.  Ours  was  R  ailery  !  all  Railery  -7  - as  if  we 

did  not  know  you  were  in  the  Clofet. 

Clara.  Gin  you  imagine  otherwife  ?  Why,  twas  nothing  but  a  Scene  well 
ailed  betwixt  us.  *- 

Welf.  It  is  too  much  to  my  advantage,  not  to  believe  you  were  in  earneit 
.Madam  *■ 

Haik.jm.  You  will  not  furebe  fo  cruel !  to  ftratigle  my  poor  Infant-Hope, 
and  make  me  defperate. 

M.  G.  Bl  Why,  you  young  difTembling  Sluts !  Adod !  this  is  rare  Con¬ 
fidence  !  Do  you  think  this  will  pafs  upon  us  ?  No,  no,  the  Bufinefs  (hall 

be  immediately  difpatch’d  : - We’ll  -firft  employ  an  able  Lawyer,  - and 

then  a  competent  Divine, - that,  I  warrant  you,  (hall  make  you  fail 

enough,  and  tye  you  in  fuch  a  Noofe,  youlhall  never  riggleoutagen. 

Enter  Servants  holding  Sir  Timothy  Kaftril. 

i  Servant.  Hold,  hold  him  fail. 

'  Sir  Tim.  Let  me  go,  you  Dogs,  let  me  go. 

Enter  Sir  Nicholas.  * 

S veNich.  What’s  to  do, here  ?  What’s  the  matter  ?  Why;  Sir  Timotbyrzrt 
yen  out  cfyour  Princely  Wits.? 
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M.G.  BL  Vox  o’  thefe  Puppies,1 - -Mult  they  ftill put  a  Hop  to uswhen  « 

like  Chy mills  we  are  at  the  moment  of  Pro  ject  ion? 

Sir  Tim.  The  matter  !  why  I  did  but  chaftife  fome  rude  fellows,  and  thefe 
laid  hold  of  me,  and  haul’d  me  in  thus. 

M.  G.  BL  Lee  him  go :  - -  What’s  the  matter  ? 

i  Servant .  The  master  Sir  !  why  he’ll  be  kill’d  in  half  an  hours  time,  if  we 

let  him  go  : - Tome  Mafqueraders  would  haveprefs’d  in,  and  he  tallies 

out  upon  ’em,  beats  three  or  four  of  ’em,  and  runs  one' through  the  Arm  ^ 
and  that  would  not  fatisfie  him,  but  a  rough  Souldierly  man  came  by,  with 
Whiskers,  and  he  pull’d  him  by  a  Whisker,*- — r-  and  told  him  he  did  not 

like  his  Countenance,  and  to’t  they  went - If  we  had  not  parted  them, 

one  had  been  kill’d. 

M.G.Bl.  Why,  aded,  thou  art  the  ftrangefl  Orlando  Fur iof?  that  e’er  I  y 
knew  ,  — - what  Transformation’s  this 

Sir  Nich.  Are  you  not  afham’d  ?  The  greateft  quality  of  a  Beau  is  to  be 
foftof  Speech,  very  gentle  and  civil  of  Deportment,  much  joy’d  with  the 
Contemplation  of  himfelf,  and  well  pleas’d  with  others 

Mr  Tim  Pifti,  Pox  of  a  Beau  !  I’ll  have  nothing  to  do  with  ’em  j  nor  the 
Women  neither  5  they  have  ufed  me  like  a  Dog.  I  would  go  to  the  War, — 
but  that  he  that  was  my  Tutor,  that’s  a  Non-lwearer,  has  perplex’d  my 

Confcience  fo,  that  I  do  not  know  which  fide  to  take.  - —  <  But  a  Pox 

on  me  if  I  don’t  fight  at  home  j  --  I  am  out  of  humour  with  the  World. 

I  ir  Nich.  For  lhanie,  art  thou  mad  ? 

Sir  Tm.  Don’t  you  provoke  me  to  whip  yo,u  through  the  Body. 

M.  G.  BL  By  the  Lord  Harry,  Knight,  thou  canft  not  live  a  $  Fiddles 
week.  Oh,  the  Fiddles  are  yonder  !  look  to  the  Doors,  let  none  L  fioitrifh. 
in  but  thofe  you  know  :  Thefe  k  iddles  are  Fop-Calls,  and  Y\  hore- 
Calls-}  we  (hall  have  the  Town  ailemble.  -----  Come  young  fellows,  let’s 
go,  Faith,  I’ll  lead  you  up  in  a  Country  Dance  my  felf.  Exeunt  omnes . 

S  C  E  N  E  a  Dining-Room. 

Enter  Terefia,  Winifred,  Hop,  and  Fiddles ;  to  them  M.-G.  Blunt,  Coll. Hack- 
wel  fun.  W  elford,  Sir  Nich’las,  Sir  Timothy,  Eugenia  and  Clara. 

M.  G.  BL  Come,  when  (hall  we  begin?  —  l  think  we  want  fome  of  our 
Company. 

Hop.  Pray  give  me  leave  Sir, to  prefent  you  witha  Maggot  of  mine. 

M.G.  BL:  Ha  fellow ,. what  doif  thou  mean  by  a  Maggot? 

Hop.  Sir,  a  little  Concern  of  mine  in  my  way, - a  little  whim,  or  fo  fir. 

M.  G.  BL  Prithee  fellow  fpeak  plain  Englifii :  Adod,  I  know  not  what 
thou  mean’ll. 

Hep.  V'  hy,  a  little  Dance  frry-» - I  have  all  ready. 

M.G.BL  vshynow  thon  fayeft  fomething.  Let  ’em  come  in.  Thefe 
Dancing- mafters  and  1  idlers  are  fo  devilifh  witty  alwaies  / 

Enter  Hackwel  fen.- Mrs.  Hackwel,  and  Nickum. 

Oh  Ccllonel,  I  lent  to  you  :  I  was  afraid  you  would  have  fail’d  me: 

Hick.  fen.  £aVe  you  fir,  i  look  upon  Dancing  as  Vanity,  and  1  cia.e  leave 

Hz  to 
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P  to  be  abfent :  It  is  bbt.  the  Ceremony ,  1  willbeprefent  at, the  fubftantial  part 

A/.tj.^^V^eil^weH,  - — you  have  liberty :  - The  Godly  will  feldOm 

baulk  a  lufty  Meal ;  they  will  eat  till  it  flies  out  at  their  Mouth,  Eyes,  Ears, 

andNoftrils,  ,  , 

vir  Tim.  1  fought  with  that  fellow  there,  that  Rogue,,  that  Sharper,  and 
run  him  over  and  over.  To  Sir  IS  ich  las. 

Nkhim.  lam  a  Rogue:  Now  I  fee ’em,  my  mind  mifgives  me,  and  I  find 
plainly  I  dare  not  fight. 

Mrs.  Hack.  VV  hat’s  tb€  matter  ?  1  am  afraid  you  are  angry. 

Nichtrn.  My  flood  rifes  at  thefe  Rogues,  and  I  would  fain  run  em  into 
the  Bowels. 

Mrs.  Hack.  I’ll  keep  you  under  my  wing.  „  ,, 

Hack.  fen.  Itfeemcth  tome,  that  my  Lamb  is  fomewhat  more  conceind 
for  this  Ntchim  than  is  decent.  .  _ 

M.  G.  Bl.  Come  enter.  — —Where  is  the  Cancer  . 

Hack.  Jen.  I  will  retire  from  theie  Vanities,  and  give  my  felf  to.Meditation. 

Exit . 


Enter  Dancers,  and  dance. 

M.G.Bl.  Pox  o’  thefe  Entries,  give  me  your  jolly  Country  Dance,  lt: 
puts  good  Humour  into  us,  warms  the  Ladies,  and  makes  ’em  kind  and  co¬ 
ming,  young  fellows.  Hah/  we’ll  fall  to.  that  now. 

Mrs.  Hack .  to  Ntcknrn.  I  cannot  dance,  and  am  afraid  the  M.  General  will 
take  me  out  .:  •  —  Let’s  retire.  They  fneak  oat. 

M.  G.  Bl.  Now,  young  fellows,  take  outyour  Ladies. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

How  now,  how  now,  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Serv  The  old  Cavalier-Gentlemen  are  fali’n  out,  .and  will  kill  one  ano¬ 
ther  :  - _ 1  believe  they  flung  all  the  Bottles  at  one  another,— -  and  have 

fought  their  way  thro’  three  Rooms,  and  ire  fighting  their  way  thro  thtf.  . 

Teref.  Oh,  I  fhali  dye,  I  fhall  dye,~— Save  me,  fave  me.  (Rms  fo5/rNich. 

Winif.  Oh  Mr.  Hop  fave  me.  (Rms  to  Mr.  Hop. 

M.G.Bl.  Fear  nothing,  there’s  no  danger;  they  have  done  this  three 
times  a  week  this  fifty  year.  .  ( Cavaliers  roar  and  rant, with  their  Swords  drawn . 

What’s  the  matter  here.  '  .  U1  ,A  f  D1  .  *■  .. 

i  Caval.  This  fellow  fa  d,  He  was  nearer  being ’hang  d  for  Plots  for  thw 

'  *1  Caval.  Yes, and  more,  and  better  Plots, I’ll  juftifie  it  *,  the  Major-General 

kn<MSG  BL  Know,  — adod,  all  the  Plots  that  I  knew  ended  in  being  dam¬ 
nable' drunk ;  and  I  believe  you  drank  and  fpew’d  in  the  King’s  Service  as 

i  Caval.  He  that  fays  he  was  as  near  being  hang’d  for  the  King  as  I,  lies. 

Sir  Tim.  Look  ye  Sir,  youlye,  you  both  lye,  and  you I  all  lye  3  and  it  you 
have  a  mind  to  fgbt,  — - I’ll  fight  with  you  all  round  Mr  7 v 


M.G.  Bl.  Fools,  put  up  your  SworAs  and  for  yoi r  Knight^  I  will  fend  for 
a  Conftable,  if  you  will  not  be  quiet :  Go,  go  and  drink  Friends,  till  you  can’t 
.  fpeak,  and  then  you’l  he  good  Company. 

1  Caval.  Sir,  you  are  my  Officer,  and  P^obey.  1 

2  Caval.  I  honour  my  Officer.  Excnnt  Cavalier. 

Sir  Nick.  Look  you,  Sir  Timothy ,  I  brought  ygu  into  this  Family,  you  difho- 

nour  me,  if  you  difturb  if,  andl’ll  cut  your  Throat. 

Sir  Tim .  No  more,  Let  this  be  fomewhat  between  you  and  me. 

M.G.Bl.  Come,  come,  ~f  take  out  your  Lad ios  :  - Adod,  I  have  loft 

my  Mate  }  but  here’s  a  pretty  youngWench,  a  very  good  exchange,  ffaith. 

He  takes  Lettice,  Sir  Nich’lasTerefiajWelfordjClara,  Hacki##.  Eugenia, 

Sir  Tim.  to  Winif I  fhall  remember  you, - but  I’ll  do  you  the  honour  to 

dante  with  you. 

Winif.  I  fcorn  to  join  Hands  with  fuch  a  fellow,  upon  any  occafion : 
Sweet  Mr.  Hop,  — * — you  are  my  Mate. 

Sir  Tim.  Why  you  impudent  Rafcal,  dare  you  take  out  an  unmanifcrly 
Slut,  that  has  refus’d  me,  and  think  your  felf  fit  to  dance  with  Gentlemen  ? 

Winif,  Oh  fvvcet  Mr.  Hop  !  r  Breaks  Hop’ s  Head,  Hop  palls  out  his 

Oh,  look  to  Mr.  Hop.  Handkerchief  to  wipe  the  Bloody  drips  a, 

M.G.  BL  Thou  Knight!  L  Paper,  Clara  takes  imp.  1 
Thou  Puppy,  I  could  find  in  my  Heart  to  have  my  Servants  fling  thee  out  of 
the  Window,  - - -  for  affronting  me  in  this  mannen 

Sir  Tim.  Well, - he  fhall  be  the  next  to  Sir  Nic\?'Us.  ( Hfide. 

ClaratoG.  Blunt.  Sir,  Sir,  look  what  here  is,  which  this  .fame  Hop  has 
drop’d,  a  Paper  with  half  a  broad  Piece,  and  a  Contract  penn’dby  that  fweet 
Lady,  my  Sifter-in-Laws  own  Hand }  a  Contrad  with  this  complettt  Gentle¬ 
man  Mr.  Hop.  (  Bluiit  takes  it  from  her, 

Winif  Mercy  on  me  !  we  are  undone  ;  give  me  my  Paper. 

M.  G.  BL  I  beg  your  Pardon,  \  will  fhew  it  to  my  Neighbor  the ColloneL 

Ha  Tom  !  this  will  be  of  ufc,  Ifaith. - Did  1  not  fay  lhe  would  take  up 

with  a  Groom  ?  This  indeed  is  fomewhat  higher. 

Sax  Tim.  What,  is  your  Ladifhips  haughty  per fon  dilpos’d  of  to  a  Dan¬ 
cing-matter? 

Sir  Nich.  Is  the  terrible  fcoruful  Lady  taken  up  with  a  Dancing-matter  ? 
Mrs.  Hop ,  your  Servant  Mrs.  Hop. 

Clara.  Sifter,  I  wifh  you  Joy  with  your Caperer. 

Teref  Oh  that  fo  fine  a  perfon  fhould  be  fo  caft  away  \  I  grieve  for  thee, 
my  Dear.  # 

Winif.  Curfe  on  ’em  all, - I’ll  carry  it  of.  - -  ( Afidcf 

Look  you,  all  at  once,  that  there  has  not  only  been  a  Contra#.,  but  the  Mar¬ 
riage  has  been  celebrated  between  this  dear  Creature  -  and  my  felf.  -  I 
think  him  the  f  neft  Gentleman  in  England,  and  there’s  an  end  on’t.  Come, 
my  Dear,  let’s  go. 

Sir  Tim.  Doft  thou  hear,  fcornful  Lady,  Mrs.  Hop? - I  could  find  in 

my  Heart  to  cut  thy  Rogues  back-Sinews,  and  fpoil  his- capering  > - but 

every  time  I  meet  him - L  will  kick  him  thus* 


Winif.  He’s  a  Coward,  Nickum  beat  him  before  me,  arid  lie  never  replied. 

*  Hop.  Say  you  fo?  Have-at  you  Sir.  rSir  Tim.  and  Hop  dram$  Sir  Tim. 
Sir  Tim.  Go,  get  you  gone  with  ano-  \  whips  up  Hop Wheels,  and  difarms 

ther  Kick  for  a  Pafs.  — - Hah  •» - him  •  Women  jhriek  and  run  away. 

Gentlemen  !  Your  Judgment !  Don’t  I  c  ExitYio^. 

•  fight  pretty  well  - Hah,  Major-General,  Sir  Nicholas.  Colonel. 

AIL  Very  well, - very  well. 

M.G.  Bl.  We  (hall  dance  the  merrier,  for  this  Interruption,!  warrant  you. 
— ■ - Here, - Who  waits  ? 

Enter  Servant. 

i  Servant.  I  am  here  Sir. 

M.  G.  BL  Where  is  the  old  Colonel  ? 

i  Servant.  He  is  not  gone  out  of  the  Houfe, - but  he  is  in  none  of  the 

nfual  Rooms] - where  the  Lights  are. 

M.  G.  Bl.  Come,  come,  let’s  find  him  out  j - - —  And  let  him  know  this 

joyful  News. 

Hack.  jun.  Nothing  coul&have  happen’d  fo  luckily  as  this.  - 

Wetf.  Yes, - - - —  if  he  had  difeover’d  his  Wife,  as  we  have  done  her 

-.Daughter.  Exeunt  omnes „ 

The  SCENE  a  Dark  Room. 

«r  '  * 

Enter  Cvlonel  Hackwel  Senior . 

-Hack.  fen.  I  have  gotten  pretty  well  out  of  the  Paper,  and  other  Patents, 

and  made  a  pretty  Sum  of  them: - —  I  have  (hares  in  fomethat  coft  me 

nothing,  but  were  given  me  to  prevent  my  Caveats  :  thofe  I’ll  keep  a 

while,  but  for  the  Linnem  we  have  agreed  when  that  (hall  rife, - andthen 

I’li  wriggle  my  felf  out  oi  that. 

Enter  Nickum  and  Mrs.  Hackwel. 

Mrs  .Hack.  I  thought  wclhould  never  have  found  a  private  Room,  all  are 
foiull  of  Lights  this  Night. 

Nickum.  This  is  to  our  purpofe, - my  dear  Madam. 

.Hack.  fen.  Blefs  me!  What  do  I  hear,  Nickum  and  my  Lamb  ? 

Mrs.  Hack.  Have  not  I  brought  my  old  Fool  to  a  fine  pafi?  I’ll  never  leave 
him  now,  till  he  fettles  all  hisEftate  unfettled  upon  me,*and  afterwards  up¬ 
on  my  Daughter.  - — —  He  has  promis’d, - and  then  PU  make  thy 

Fortune. 

Hack.  fen.  I  am  confounded,  jjpoft  exceedingly  abafh’d. 

Nick.  Thou  dear  fweet  Lady  of  my  Soul  and  Body, - lam  not  wor¬ 

thy  of  thee }  but- methinks  it  is  a  great  part  ofti.ePleaiure,  to  confidcr  how 
fond,  how  filly,  and  how«credulous  thefe  poor  Cuckolds  are. 

Hack,  fen .  Is  it  fo,  Devil  Incarnate  > 

Mrs.  Hack.  Ah,  ah,  we  are  undone,  utterly  loft,  kill  him,  kill  him. 

Hack.  fen.  Royze  Old  Man  within  me.  Hah  M  fee  a  glimmering  of  a 

Light. 


Nickum. 


Nick,-  Have  at  your  Bowels. 
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Niefym  runs-  at  bun ,  he  puts  him  by  and 
lays  him  on:  and  cuts  him  back  S'xircC 
n ay •>  and  beat;  kirn  about  the  Rm;. 


Enter  M  G.  Blunt,  Col/onelYLzck.Jun.  Welford  :  Servants  and  Lights . 

•  Hack  Jun.  Heaven,  my  Father  engag’d  ? 

Hack.  Sen.  Stand  by - let  me  alone  with  him.  — — •  • 

M.  G.  Bl.  What’s  the  matter  man  i  By  my  troth,  1  think  thou  art  as  pretty 
a  Fellow  with  a  Sword  in  thy  hand  * — And  lay  ’ll  about  thee  as  thou  didft 
50  year  ago. 

Hack-Sen.  The  matter:  That  fellow  is  the  lewjcft  fon  of  Beliat'i  And  my 
Spoufe  the  molt-  ungracious  Jezabel  on  the  Earth.  They  have  made  me  th# 
profeiin  filthy  and  unclean  Bead  call'd  a  Cuckold  j  And  in  this  dark  Room, 
little  knowing  1  was  here  .*  they  boafted  and  gloried  in  the  Fa&:  And  when  - 
1  difcover’J  my  fclf  they  would  have  kilfd  me. 

Hack .  Jan.  O  horrible  V  lllany  !  Secure  this  Dog  in  Tome  place. 

He  ihall  not  fcape. 

Nick .  I  feci  my  blood  trickling  —  I  belelve  you  have  kill’d  me.  _ 

M.  G.  Bl  Come  my  old  Soldier^ — ^Comfort  thy  fdf :  Cuckoldum  is  no  dif- 
honour  in  our  Country  :  But  we  (hall  have  another  difeovery  for  you  and 
your  fweet  Lady*  Thy  Daughter  Winifred  has  confds’d  She  is  marry 7d  to 

Hop  the  Dancing-Mailer - his  head  was  broke;  and  taking  his  Handker- 

chcif  ro  wipe  the  blood — He  dropt  the  Contract  with  this  half  bioad  Pciceia’u  - 

Mrs. Hack  This  is  a  mod  compleat  Ruin.  I  will  hide  my  head  in  lome 
dark  hole,  and  never  fee  the  light  again.  •  ( Exeunt  Mrs.  Hack 

Hack .  Sen.  Let  her  go  !  And  for  the  other  peice of  vanity  (he’s  aptly  d;f- 
po.s5d  of. 

M.  G.  B/.  Go,  call  all  the  Company — lets  into  the  great  Room :  and  we 
wifi  Rejoyce  this  Night,  for  all  thif.  y  Exeunt  Servants  firfi. 

\  Then  Exeunt  all  the  Re/t,  . 

Enter  M.G.  Blunt,  Coliwel  Hackwell  Sen.  Hackwell  Juniery  Welford,  SirM-  * 
ctflas,  Sir  Timothy  KaftriJ,  Teref,  Eugenia  and Clara. 


Hack .  Sen.  Son  and  Daughter,  give  me  your  hand^I  have,  been  led  away 
by  a  wicked  itjftrument,  to  injure  you  both  ;  1  was  poifon’d  with  lyes:  And 
I  have  dilcovcrd  her,  and  her  wicked  (alfehood  :  And  have  put  her  away. 
Repenting  me  that  ever  I  toother  unto  Wile :  And^l  clefire  you  will  forgive 
me.  *  . 

Clara,  \V hat  happy  change  is  this  ?  (  Afide „ 

Back  Jim.  Pardon  me  Sir,  for  all  that  I  have  offended  you  in. 

/defire  now,  nothing  but  your  favour,  which  I  fo  long  in  vain  have 
fc  light. 

CUra.  7f  I  regain  your  favour !  1  (hall  reckon  this  tfie  happieft  day  of  ail 
my  Life.  * 

Hack.  Sen.  You  have  it  both  of  you  3  and  I  will  make  fome  amends,  and 
verily  you  (hall  find  it.  '  '  Mi  Go 


% 


1  M.  G.  Bl  Look  thee  my  old  Acquaintance :  xve  hive  another  dtVcovery  to 
make  to  you  • — When  you  had  cad  your  Son  an  Daughter  out.  /  under¬ 
took  to  to  ferve  them :  —  And  for  your  Son,  /  have  provided  thfs  Daughter 
fora  Wife:  — Ancffcr  your  Daughter  that  Gentleman,  Mr  .Welford,  (whofe 
Fortune  and  Family  you  know)  fora  Husband. 

Hack.  Sen.  I  propels /ana  very  greatly  bound  unto  you  :  Good  M.  General: 
,  And  1  am  fo  abundantly  laiisfi'd  in  the  Wil’dom  of  your  Difpofal,  that  /  took 
;iipon  it  as  a  great  and  fignal  Difpenlation  unto  me  and  mine,  and  for  fettle- 
trent,  /  will  do  what  you  (hall  approve. 

M.  G.  Bl.  That's  well5  no^  we  come  to  a  point.— Well  Pupil !  how  are 
v  you  now  agreed  ? 

Teref.  I  have  that  duty  tft  my  Father,’ — That  I  never  can  refift  his  pleafure. 

SirNich.  1  muff  do,  what  Love  and  Honour  oblige  me  to!  Madam,  you 
have  won  me  from  all  the  Ladies^n  the  Town  —  You  will  be  envy’d,  and  I 
£hall  feHaugh'dat — -  But  Julia  e/l  /Ilea. 

Sir  Tim.  What  a  Devil  am  I  here  ?  /  am  tio  body :  J  mud  fight  or  many, 
or  lye  with  fome  body,* — But  a  Pox  on’c,  now!  thin*  on’t,  I’ll  Beau  -  it  no 
longer — But  turn  Whore-mafter. 

Clara.  Sir,  Z  befecch  you  let  me  have Lettice  with  me  :  She's  a  very  Good 
Girle.  4  * 

Hack*  Sen.  O  yes,  thou  wert  wrong’d, —  much  wrong'd. 

M.  G .  Bl.  Come  on  my  pair  Royal-  -PH  lead  you  up  a  Country-Dance 
'And  then  ro  Supper :  And  the  whole  Houfe  (hall  ring.  Come  my  young 
partner— Golonel—Thou  (hall  ftay  and  fee  this  Adod. 

Hack,.  Sen.  I  will  for  once. 

M.  G.  Bl  To  morrow  the  Lawyers  (hall  to  work  :  Articles  (hall  be  fign'd 
and  Bonds  given.  And  the  next  day  we  will  have  a  pretty  nimble  Divine. 

Clara. hyfuch  hafte. 

Tltf^cn.  Sir,  Confidera  little. 

M.  G.  Bl.  No  more  you  little  jilting,  diffembling  flats ! 

By  the  Lord  Harry,  it  (hall  be  fo :  Take  ’em  by  the  hands.  # 

My  joy  isfo.tranfporting — That  /  am  befides  my  fclf. 

:welf.  And  mine  is  fo  beyond  ail  bounds;—  /  fhall  not  lendeavour  toex^ 
prefs  it.  (  TbeFiddels  flrike  up ,  and  they  Vance. 

M.  G.Bl.  Wec’l -dedicate  this  Night, 

To  Mirth  and  Joy :  And  may  you  all  have  caufe  fort  ever  after:  And 
now  my  old .Neighbour,  whoever  marries  a  fecond  Wife, — When  he  has  a 
good  Btocd  atfirfi,  which  is  Jiketo  be  his  beft  Brood. 

By  her  abm"d  and  jilted.  Friend  like  thee . 

Let  him  a  mojl  Notorious  Cuckold  be. 


< 


